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INTRODUCTION. 

THE  Faerie  Queene,  written  by  Edmund  Spenser 
more  than  three  hundred  years  ago,  is  not  a 
poem  about  fairies.  By-M«eiyJ^  Spenser  means 
anything  that  has  ±Q._do_wjth  magical  powers. 
In  his  day  men  knew  far  less  about  the  laws  of 
nature  than  we  do,  and  what  they  did  not 
understand  they  said  was  worked  by  magical 
or  'faery'  power.  Poets  and  dramatists  were 
not  ashamed  to  believe  in  witches  and  signs 
and  wonders,  and  when  they  wished  to  make 
their  heroes  and  heroines  do  difficult  deeds, 
they  imagined  a  ghost  who  gave  a  message, 
a  witch  who  prophesied,  a  half-magic  prince 
who  helped  their  ordinary  men  and  women, 
and  no  one  thought  they  were  foolish  or 
superstitious  in  doing  so. 

Now  Spenser  wished  his  hero  to  do  a  very 
difficult  thing.  He  wished  him  to  be  the  living 
pattern  of  what  the  Greek  philosopher  Aristotle 

.  i^+^j  p  ( i »  •>^"»y^i^^'|Tn"'^M^*MM^^"^**^fc^Mp<p*M<P»»'nff>»^^^^__^__ 

long  ago  called   'magnificence,'  or  that  virtue 
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which  is  the  perfection  of  all  others.  But  to 
be  perfect  in  every  virtnp  i's  b^v^d  the  power 
of  mortal  man.  Spenser  therefore  took  for  his 
hero  Arthur,  aTTalf-mythical  king,  'made  famous' 
in  his  day  '  by  many  men's  former  works,'  and 
in  ours  by  Lord  Tennyson's  Idylls  of  the  King. 

32l!^^&HLi£j212&ne^  as  insPired  by  a  vision 
or  dream  of  Gloriana,  the  Fa^ne^J^ejene^  and 
as  trained  and  equipped  to  seek  her  out  under 
the  watchful  care  of  the  wise  magician  Merlin. 
To  give  'the  more  variety  to  his  history,'  he 
imagined  also  twelve  knights,  each  QfLwhojn 
was  to  embody  a  part[cukr_virtue.  Spenser 
thus  has  one  great  hero  and  a  number  of  lesser 
heroes  in  his  poem,  and  above  or  behind  them 
all  he  has  Gloriana,  whose  kingdom  is  Faeryland, 
and  whose  knights  go  forth  furnished  with  magic 
arms  to  win  conquests  over  evil.  Every  year 
Gloriana  held  a  feast  lasting  for  twelve  days, 
and  on  each  day  of  the  feast  she  sent  out  a 
knight  to  undertake  a  venture. 

Spenser's  Faerie  Queene  is  a  poem  intended 
to  be  divided  into  twelve  books,  each  of  which 
was  to  describe  the  doings  of  one  of  Gloriana's 
knights.1  The  poem  sings  of  'fierce  wars  and 

1  Spenser  did  not  finish  his  Faerie  Queene.  He  only 
wrote  six  books  and  a  part  of  the  seventh.  In  these  he 
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faithful  loves,'  and  is  full  of  the  adventures  of 
knights  and  ladies  who  from  time  to  time  are 
helped  by  *  faery '  power. 

Now,  adventures  enter  into  several  of  the 
great  divisions  of  poetry,  but  more  especially 
into  what  is  known  as  narrative  and  epic  verse. 
Chaucer's  tales  are  narratives.  They  tell  the 

5oxxL_o£_Darticular  men  and  women.     Milton's 
""  i1  T 

Paradise  Lost  is  an  e/>ic\  [  It  describes  the  deeds 

of  the  powers  of  heaven  and  of  hell,  the 
dt-spenite  ventures  of  the  Prince  of  Darkness, 
the  sallying  forth  of  the  Angels  of  Light,  and 
it  is  different  from  and  more  than  narrative 
poetry,  because  it  deals  with  matters ^that  affect 
man  kind,  and_nnt  nnly  nnft  particular  man._  IJT 
the  same  way  Homer's  Iliad  and  Odyssey,  which 
deal  with  the  fate  of  nations,  are  epic  poems. 

Sgenser's  poem  is  neither  pure  narrative  nor 
pure  epic.  It  has  something  of  both,  but  it  has 
also  something  different  from  either.  It  relates 
the  adventures  of  particular  knights,  and  in  so 

personifies  seven  virtues,  viz.  :  Holiness,  Temperance, 
Chastity,  Friendship,  Justice,  Courtesy,  and  Constancy. 
These  are  a  little  different  from  the  twelve  virtues  of 
Aristotle  examined  into  in  his  Nicomachean  Ethics^  viz.  : 
Courage,  Temperance,  Liberality,  Magnificence,  Mag 
nanimity,  Ambition,  Gentleness,  Veracity,  Gaiety, 
Friendship,  Justice,  Modesty. 
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far  is  narrative ;  it  has  the  idea  of  a  great  contest 
going  on  all  through — a  contest  which  has 
universal,  not  merely  individual,  issues  at  stake 
— and  in  so  far  it  is  epical ;  but  all  Spenser's 
characters  represent  something  other  than 
themselves.  The  knights  who  go  out  from  the 
court  of  Faeryland  are  so  many  virtues,  the 
monsters  they  meet  so  many  vices,  the  combats 
they  wage  so  many  struggles  TTetween  good  and 
evil.  Spenser's  poem  is  an  allegory.  The  poet, 
however,  does  not  keep  very  closely  to  his 
allegory,  and  in  this  respect  cannot  compare 
with  the  great  prose-poet  Bunyan.  But  while 
Bunyan  wrote  in  the  bare  room  of  a  prison, 
Spenser  wrote  in  the  midst  of  active  official  life, 
and  to  understand  his  poem  aright  one  must 
know  something  not  only  of  the  life  of  its 
author  but  of  the  times  in  which  he  wrote.  To 
the  times  in  which  he  lived,  and  the  scenes 
among  which  he  dwelt,  may  be  traced  the  form 
of  his  allegory,  its  imagery,  and  also  the  fact 
that  it  has  a  double  meaning,  and  represents 

*-*/  *• 

historical  events  as  well  as  moral  virtues. 

Spenser  lived  in  a  fighting  age.  He  saw 
France  torn  by  civil  war,  the  Netherlands 
fighting  against  Spain,  Scotland  divided  against 
herself,  and  he  lived  in  Ireland  when  the  Irish 
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were  fighting  fiercely  for  independence  and  the 
English  were  coolly  and  cruelly  stamping  out 
rebellion.  Allegories,  it  has  been  said,  either 
represent  journeys  or  combats.  Bunyan's 
allegory  is  a  Pilgrim's  Progress,  Spenser's  is 
a  series  of  '  fierce  wars.' 

Again,  Spenser  lived  in  an  age  of  transition. 
The  1 6th  century  was  one  in  which  men  looked 
backward  as  well  as  forward,  with  eager  desire 
to  gather  all  the  knowledge  the  past  had  stored, 
and  to  discover  all  the  wealth  nature  held 
hidden.  On  the  one  hand  the  ideas  of  the 
middle  ages  were  fast  vanishing  before  the 
revival  of  learning  so  remarkable  at  the  end  of 
the  1 5th  and  the  beginning  of  the  i6th  cen 
turies  ;  on  the  other,  the  physical  notion  of  the 
world  was  changing  before  the  discoveries  made 
by  Spanish,  English,  Italian,  and  Dutch  adven 
turers. 

The  influence  of  both  these  movements  is 
felt  in  the  Faerie  Queene.  Spenser  was  widely 
read  in  the  classics,  and  he  knew  Italian  litera 
ture,  the  first  national  literature  to  arise  in 
Europe  after  the  revival  of  learning.  His  poems 
are  full  of  classical  references,  and  the  scheme 
of  the  Faerie  Queene,  as  he  himself  tells  us,  was 
influenced  not  only  by  Homer  and  Virgil,  but 
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by  Ariosto  and  Tasso.  And  yet  it  is  the  old 
lore  of  mediaeval  chivalry  that  gives  its  character 
to  the  poem  :  tournaments  and  lists,  trials  by 
single  combat,  and  '  quests '  loyally  undertaken 
make  up  its  incidents.  In  Spenser  the  old  and 
the  new  learning  met. 

In  a  less  marked,  but  in  a  very  real  way, 
Spenser  is  influenced  by  the  spirit  of  i6th 
century  adventure.  Richard  Hakluyt's  Principal 
Navigations  was  published  in  1589.  The  marvels 
these  voyages  relate  must  have  been  matter  of 
common  talk,  and  many  of  these  are  as  extra 
ordinary  as  some  of  Spenser's  own  'strange 
creatures,'  'rich  dwellings/  and  wonderful  ad 
ventures.  The  old  belief  in  the  marvellous, 
hitherto  connected  in  men's  minds  with  magic, 
now  seemed  to  find  a  warrant  in  the  tales 
related  as  actual  facts  by  the  voyagers  of  the  day. 

But  besides  reflecting  in  his  poem  the  fresh 
ness  of  adventure  and  the  revival  of  learning 
so  characteristic  of  his  time,  Spenser  was  influ-  1 
enced    by  the    political    events  and   religious, 
controversies  of  his  day.     The  year  in  which 
he  was  born  saw  the  English  liturgy  completed ; 
the  burning  of  Larimer,  Cranrner,  Ridley,  and 
Hooper  as  Protestants  must  have  been  a  nursery 
tale;    and  the    massacre   of    St.    Bartholomew 
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thrilled  all  England  when  Spenser  was  an  under 
graduate.  ^The  all-important  political  question 
of  his  day  was  the  preservation  of  England  as 
a  Protestant  power.  Eli/abeth  began  to  reign 
when  Edmund  Spenser  was  six  years  old.  Mary 
Stuart  fled  to  England  in  [568  while  he  was 
yet  a  school-boy,  and  next  year  English  nobles 
rose  to  support  the  claims  of  the  Scottish 
Catholic  Queen  against  the  Protestant  Elizabeth. 
From  his  college  days  until  the  first  three  books 
of  the  Faerie  Queene  were  nearly  finished,  plots  I 
in  favour  of  Mary  disturbed  the  peace  of  Eng-  \ 
land;  in  1588  the  Spanish  Armada  threatened 
her  existence  as  a  great  maritime  power. 

To  Spenser,  a  Protestant  with  Puritan  tend-      * 
encieSi  Elizabeth   stood   for  all    that   was  good 
and  true  in  England,  and  poor  Mary  Stuart  for 
all   that   was   false.     Therefore   he   makes   his 
allegory  serve  a  double  purpose,    and  gives  it 
an  historical  as   well  as  a    moral    significance.       T 
The,  fight  between  good  and  evil  knights  was 
not  only  that  between  truth  and  falsehood,  but 
between     Protestantism     aruT 
^       taotfona    vrc 

Queen  of  ScotsA 

^his  side  of  Spenser's  allegory  will  be  found  further 
developed  in  the  notes. 
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We  have,  lastly  and  very  shortly,  to  notice 
the  influence  of  the  circumstances  of  Spenser's 
life  on  his  poem. 

Edmund  Spenser  was  born  in  London  in  the 
year  1552,  and  was  educated  at  the  Grammar 
School  established  there  by  the  Merchant 
Tailors'  Company,  and  afterwards  at  Pembroke 
Hall,  Cambridge,  which  he  entered  in  April, 
1569.  He  took  his  M.A.  degree  in  1576,  but 
he  did  not  greatly  distinguish  himself  at  the 
University.  His  reading  was  wide,  but  his 
scholarship  was  inaccurate.  At  Cambridge 
Spenser  was  much  under  the  influence  of  his 
life-long  friend,  Gabriel  Harvey,  a  Fellow  of  his 
college,  and  a  man  of  great  but  pedantic  learn 
ing,  who  would  have  cramped  Spenser's  genius 
by  the  rules  of  Latin  verse.  At  Cambridge 
Spenser  produced  nothing  that  has  lived,  but 
from  the  University  he  went  to  enjoy  a  purely 
country  life  with  friends  who  were  probably 
relatives,  and  who  lived  in  the  north-west  of 
England.  There  he  was  free  to  follow  his  own 
instinct,  his  mind  was  fed  by  the  sights  and 
sounds  of  nature,  and  his  feelings  roused  by  his 
love  for  a  certain  Rosalind,  of  whom  we  only 
know  that  she  did  not  return  the  poet's  affection, 
and  that  he  never  ceased  to  cherish  the  thought 
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of  her.  Under  such  influences  he  wrote  his 
first  great  original  poem,  The  Shepherd's 
Calendar,  and  in  1579  we  find  it  entered  at 
the  Stationers'  Hall. 

Although  Spenser  had  as  yet  published 
nothing  under  his  own  name,1  he  was  already 
acknowledged  as  a  poet  by  his  contemporaries. 
Sir  Philip  Sidney  was  his  friend,  and  in  October, 
1579,  he  dates  a  letter  from  'Leycester  House,' 
the  Earl  of  Leicester's  London  house  in  the 
Strand.  It  was  probably  to  Leicester's  influence 
that  Spenser  owed  his  appointment  as  secretary 
to  Lord  Grey  of  Wilton,  who  was  sent  in 
August,  1580,  to  govern  and  quiet  Ireland. 
This  post  he  retained  until  Lord  Grey's  recall 
in  1582. 

Henceforth  Ireland  was  Spenser's  home.  He 
visitST London  in  the  winters  of  1589-90  and 
of  1595-96,  but  he  lived  in  the  unruly  sister 
isle.  In  1582,  the  year  in  which  his  secretary 
ship  ceased,  he  was  made  Clerk  of  Decrees  and 
Recognisances  in  the  Irish  Court  of  Chancery, 
a  post  which  he  held  for  seven  years,  and  in 

1  In  1569  translations  by  Spenser  of  Petrarch  and  the 
French  Joachim  du  Bellay  appeared  in  a  miscellany  called 
A  Theatre  of  Worldlings.  These  were  reprinted  in  1591 
in  a  volume  of  Spenser's  poems  called  the  Complaints. 
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1586  he  was  also  appointed  Clerk  to  the  Council 
of  Munster.  These  three  appointments,  and 
especially  the  first  and  the  last,  brought  Spenser 
into  close  contact  with  the  struggle  going  on 
between  the  English  and  Irish,  and  possibly 
some  of  the  *  ugliness '  of  which  Spenser,  with 
all  his  sense  of  beauty,  is  occasionally  guilty,  is 
due  to  the  ugly  deeds  of  which  he  was  himself 
witness. 

But  if  his  Irish  official  life  exercised  a  baneful 
influence  on  his  poetry,  the  natural  scenes 
amidst  which  he  dwelt  have  lent  a  wonderful 
beauty  to  many  of  his  descriptions.  In  1586 
Spenser  received  a  grant  of  about  2000  acres 
out  of  the  forfeited  estates  of  the  Earl  of  Des 
mond.  These  were  the  lands  and  castle  of 
Kilcolman,  in  county  Cork,  two  miles  from 
Donerailey  situated  on  a  lake  fed  by  the  river 
Awbey,  and  surrounded  by  hills.  Here  Spenser 
wrote  his  Faerie  Queene,  and  here  in  1589  Sir 
Walter  Ralegh  visited  him.  Ralegh  was  a 
settler  in  Munster,  and  may  have  had  business 
with  the  Clerk  of  the  Council, — whose  object 
it  was  to  induce  Englishmen  to  take  land  in 
Munster,  to  improve  the  soil,  and  endeavour 
to  civilize  the  inhabitants  of  the  devastated 
district, — or  he  may  have  gone  to  Kilcolman 
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only  because  Spenser  was  his  friend.  In  any 
case  he  found  the  poet  finishing  the  first  three 
books  of  the  Faerie  Queene,  and  he  persuaded 
him  to  return  with  him  to  London  and  see  it 
published. 

Five  years  later  Spenser  went  again  with  three 
more  books.  This  time  his  companion  was  not 
Sir  Walter  Ralegh,  but  Elizabeth  his  wife,  a 
lady  'garnished  with  heavenly  gifts  of  high 
degree,  .  .  .  unspotted  faith  and  comely 
womanhood,  regard  of  honour  and  mild 
modesty.'  Her  he  had  married  in  1594, 
and  in  her  honour  he  wrote  his  Epithala- 
mion^  his  most  perfect  poem  and  the 
grandest  marriage-song  English  literature  pos 
sesses. 

In  1597  Spenser  and  his  wife  returned  to 
Kilcolman,  but  they  returned  to  trouble  and 
not  to  quiet.  Next  year  the  Irish  rose  under 
Tyrone ;  Spenser  had  been  made  Sheriff  of 
county  Cork  in  September,  1598,  and  in  October, 
whether  because  of  some  judicial  act  or  not  we 
cannot  say,  his  castle  was  sacked  and  burned, 
and  he,  his  wife,  and  two  little  boys  were 
rendered  homeless.  The  poet  went  to  the  city 
that  had  given  him  birth — to  London,  his  'kindly 
nurse,' — and  there,  in  an  inn  in  King  Street, 
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Westminster,  a  ruined  man,  he  died  in  January, 

1599- 

The  esteem  in  which  he  was  held  by  his  con 
temporaries  is  seen  by  their  choosing  for  his 
tomb  a  vault  in  Westminster  Abbey  near  that 
of  Chaucer ;  by  the  *  mournful  elegies  '  read  by 
poets  at  his  grave,  who  threw  into  it  the  pens 
used  in  writing  them,  and  by  the  epitaph  which 
ended  in  these  words  : 

« Whilst  thou  didst  live,  liv'd  English  poetry, 
Which  fears  now  thou  art  dead,  that  she  shall  die.' 

Twenty  years  later  a  monument  was  erected  to 
his  memory,  on  which  were  carved  the  words 
familiar  to  all  who  know  the  Poets'  Corner  in 
our  great  Abbey : 

1  Here  lies  (expecting  the  second  coming  of 
our  Saviour,  Christ  Jesus),  the  body  of  Edmund 
Spenser,  the  Prince  of  Poets  in  his  time,  whose 
divine  spirit  needs  no  other  witness  than  the 
Works  which  he  left  behind  him.' 

English  poetry  did  not  die  with  Spenser. 
With  him  began  the  great  period  of  Elizabethan 
literature.  Before  him  there  had  been  no  out 
standing  English  poet  except  Chaucer,  and 
Chaucer's  genius  was  essentially  different  from 
that  of  Spenser.  With  Spenser  and  with  his 
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friend  Sir  Philip  Sidney  English  lyrical  poetry 
may  be  said  to  have  begun,  to  him  above  any 
other  poet  English  verse,  in  the  poet's  sense 
of  the  word,  is  indebted,  and  though  we  cannot 
call  him  the  Prince  of  Poets  in  an  age  when 
Shakspere  wrote,  a  Prince  among  poets  for  all 
time  and  all  tongues  he  must  remain. 


Three  stories  contained  in  the  original 
edition  have  been  omitted  to  bring  the 
book  within  the  compass  of  a  term's 
lessons. 


TALES  FROM  SPENSER. 

UNA  AND  THE  LION. 

Faerie  Queene.     Book  I.    Cantos  I.,  III.,  VI. 


upon  a  time,  while  fairies  and 
goblins  still  lingered  in  the  forests  of 
Merry  England,  a  great  queen  named 
Gloriana  reigned  over  Faeryland.  The 
subjects  over  whom  she  ruled  were  not 
tiny  creatures  like  Oberon  and  Titania, 
but  brave  knights  who  went  out  from  her 
court  endowed  with  magic  powers  to  re 
dress  wrongs  and  help  those  in  trouble. 

Now  there  lived  at  this  time  a  king  and 
queen  of  very  ancient  lineage,  whose 
dominions  stretched  from  east  to  west, 
and  who  had  once  held  all  the  world  in 
subjection.  But  a  cruel  enemy  had  arisen 
against  them,  and  destroyed  their  rich 
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lands,  and  killed  the  inhabitants,  and 
forced  the  king  and  queen  to  take  refuge 
in  a  strong  castle,  guarded  by  a  mighty 
wall  of  brass.  This  enemy  was  no  other 
than  a  hugg_?pH  fcqjjnlHraornn  From 
every  quarter  of  the  globe  knights  came  to 
fight  the  accursed  beast,  but  only  those 
whose  faith  was  strong  and  conscience 
clear  could  prevail ;  and  thus  knight  after 
knight  fell  before  the  dragon,  who  grew 
stronger  and  more  cruel  in  his  success. 

The  king  and  queen  had  one  child,  a 
daughter,  whose  name  was  Una.  She 
loved  her  parents  dearly,  and  hearing  of 
the  knights  of  queen  Gloriana,  she  resolved 
to  go  to  the  Faerie  Court  and  pray  for 
assistance  for  her  parents  who  had  now 
been  four  years  prisoners,  and  were  in 
great  distress.  She  set  out  upon  her  jour 
ney,  dressed  in  a  long  black  robe  covered 
by  a  deep  veil ;  she  rode  an  ass  as  white  as  // 
snow,  and  led  by  a  line  ajnilk-white  lamb, 
a  symbol  of  innocence.  Behind  her  fol 
lowed  a  dwarf,  bearing  a  spear  in  his  hand, 
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and  leading  a  war-like  steed,  on  whose 
back  was  laid  a  suit  of  armour.  Thus 
accoutred,  Una  appeared  at  the  court  of 
Gloriana. 

Shortly  before,  a  young  man,  tall  and 
powerful,  but  clownish  in  appearance,  had 
arrived  at  the  Faerie  Court  and  had  prayed 
to  be  sent  on  the  first  adventure  that 
should  arise.  When,  therefore,  Una  came 
and  preferred  her  request,  the  young  man 
claimed  the  enterprise  as  his  right.  Glo 
riana  wondered  at  his  boldness,  for  he  had 
not  a  knightly  air,  and  Una  herself  ob 
jected,  but  he  only  urged  his  suit  the  more, 
and  at  length  Una  said  he  might  try  on 
the  armour  she  had  brought,  but  that, 
unless  it  fitted  him  perfectly,  it  was  impos 
sible  he  could  succeed  in  so  dangerous  an 
enterprise. 

Now,  the  armour  which  Una  had  was 
that  of  a  Christian  knight ;  and  when  it 
was  tried  on,  lo !  the  clownish  youth 
changed  into  the  noblest  of  all  the  com 
pany.  And  Queen  Gloriana  conferred 
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knighthood  upon  him  ;  and  he,  mounting 
the  steed  led  by  the  dwarf,  went  forth 
with  Una  to  vanquish  her  foe.  Henceforth 
the  youth  is  called  the  Red-cross  knight, 
for  on  his  silver  shield,  and  on  the  breast 
plate  of  his  armour,  was  a  blood-red 
cross,  the  symbol  of  the  Christian  faith. 
And  the  knight  proved  right  worthy  of 
his  cross  :  he  was  true  and  faithful  both 
in  word  and  deed,  and  his  countenance 
was  grave  and  sober,  befitting  one  who 
dreaded  no  danger,  but  was  himself  held 
in  dread  ;  so  Una  loved  him  well. 

Now,  it  happened  that,  shortly  after 
Una  and  her  knight  had  left  the  court  of 
Gloriana,  they  met  a  grave  old  man 
dressed  in  long  black  weeds ;  he  had  bare 
feet,  and  a  hoary  head,  and  a  book  hung 
from  his  side ;  and  as  he  walked,  he  prayed 
and  smote  upon  his  breast  in  the  manner 
of  a  hermit.  But  he  was,  instead,  a  wicked 
enchanter  named  Archimago,  who,  by 
means  of  the  most  cunning  tricks,  deceived 
the  Red-cross  knight,  made  him  think 
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Una  an  impostor,  and  beguiled  him  and 
also  the  dwarf  away  from  her.  This 
made  the  lady  very  sad,  for  not  only  was 
she  lonely  and  helpless  in  the  strange  land 
through  which  she  was  passing,  but,  unless 
she  could  find  the  knight,  she  must  give  up 
the  hope  of  seeing  the  cruel  dragon  sub 
dued  and  her  dear  parents  set  free.  So 
Una,  brave  as  she  was  good,  put  away 
Tier  fears,  and  travelled  on  through  vast 
forests  and  desolate  moors,  seeking  for  her 
knight. 

One  day,  when  almost  wearied  out,  Una 
alighted  from  her  slow-footed  steed,  and, 
taking  off  her  robe  and  unbinding  the 
band  which  confined  her  hair,  lay  down  to  \ 
rest ;  and  so  fair  and  lovely  was  she  that 
her  sweet  countenance  made  sunshine 
the  shady  place  in  which  she  lay.  Now, 
while  she  rested,  there  suddenly  burst  out 
from  the  forest  a  lion,  hungry  and  greedy, 
who,  seeing  the  maiden,  ran  towards  her 
with  jaws  wide-open,  ready  to  devour  his 
prey.  But,  as  the  lion  drew  nearer  to  the 
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maiden,  his  rage  changed  into  pity,  and, 
amazed  at  the  fair  sight  before  him,  he 
forgot  his  savage  fury  and  licked  her  lily 
hands  and  kissed  her  weary  feet.  And 
Una,  unable  at  first  to  cease  from  the  fear 
of  death,  watched  him,  hardly  believing 
her  eyes,  and  then  her  heart  began  to  melt 
in  gratitude  and  her  tears  to  flow,  as  she 
thought  how  this  fierce  lord  of  beasts 
pitied  her,  while  her  own  lord,  whom  she 
loved  as  her  very  life,  had  forsaken  her. 

At  length  Una  checked  her  tears,  and, 
trying  to  put  away  her  grief,  arose,  and, 
remounting  her  humble  steed,  set  out 
again  to  seek  her  knight.  But  she  was  no 
longer  a  defenceless  maiden,  for  with  her 
went  the  lion — a  strong  guardian  and 
faithful  comrade — who,  while  she  slept, 
kept  both  watch  and  ward,  and,  while  she 
waked,  waited  on  her  will,  taking  direc 
tion  from  his  lady's  eye. 

One  day,  as  the  damsel  and  the  lion 
travelled  thus  through  untrodden  deserts, 
they  unexpectedly  came  upon  a  Jbeaten 
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path.  Following  this  -path,  which  led 
under  the  brow  of  a  steep  mountain,  Una 
observed  a  young  girl  walking  slowly  be 
fore  them,  bearing  on  her  shoulder  a 
water-pot.  To  her  Una  called,  and  asked 
if  there  were  any  dwelling-place  near  at 
hand.  But  the  girl  was  rude,  and  did  not 
reply ;  indeed,  she  seemed  neither  to  hear 
nor  understand,  and  when  she  saw  the  lion 
fear  seized  upon  her,  and,  throwing  down 
her  pitcher,  she  fled.  She  dared  not  once 
look  back,  but  ran  as  if  her  life  depended 
on  her  speed,  until  she  reached  her  home, 
where  sat  her  mother  old  and  blind. 
This  was  Corceca,  a  wicked  woman  and 
a  hypocrite^  who  was  wont  daily  to  fast 
and  pray  and  do  painful  penance.  With 
trembling  hands,  the  girl  caught  hold  of 
the  old  woman,  and  exhibited  such  signs 
of  terror  that  her  mother  rose  in  great 
alarm  and  hastened  to  close  the  door  just 
as  Una  and  her  strange  page  arrived. 
Una  prayed  hard  for  admittance,  but  in 
vain  ;  and  at  this  the  lion  lifted  his  great 
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paws,  and,  tearing  down  the  wicket  door, 
let  his  lady  in.  She  found  the  two  women 
almost  dead  with  fright,  crouching  in  the 
darkest  corner  of  the  hovel.  Una  tried 
to  calm  their  fears  by  gentle  words  and 
looks,  and  after  a  time  succeeded  so  far  as 
to  receive  permission  to  rest  there  for  the 
night.  She  was  very  weary  and  laid  her 
self  down  on  the  floor — the  lion  at  her 
feet — but  she  was  too  sad  for  the  loss  of  the 
Red-cross  knight  to  sleep,  and  so  spent 
the  long  hours  in  sighs  and  groans  and 
bitter  tears. 

At  length  morning  approached,  and 
with  it  came  some  one  knocking  at  the 
door.  He  knocked  loud  and  repeatedly, 
and  was  heard  to  curse  and  swear  because 
the  door  was  not  more  readily  opened  to 
him.  Now,  he  who  knocked  was  a  wicked 
thief,  who  robbed  churches  and  stole 
money  from  the  poor  men's  box.  At  this 
very  moment  he  had  on  his  back  a  heavy 
load  of  stolen  goods,  for  all  that  he  got, 
whether  by  lawful  means  or  unlawful,  he 


®na  anb  the  Qwn.  9 

brought  to  this  old  woman's  house  and  be 
stowed  upon  her  daughter  Abessa,  who  was 
as  wicked  as  herself.  There  he  stood 
knocking  at  the  door,  but  neither  Abessa 
nor  Corceca  dared  pass  by  the  lion  to  open. 
At  length,  Kirk-rapine,  for  such  was  his 
name,  became  quite  furious  and  would 
wait  no  longer,  but  burst  open  the  door. 
Alas !  for  Kirk-rapine ;  the  moment  he 
entered,  the  lion  rose  from  Una's  feet, 
and,  outstretching  his  lordly  paws,  laicTthe 
robber  low.  The  wretched  man  was 
powerless  to  resist,  nor  did  Abessa  or 
Corceca  dare  to  go  to  his  assistance,  and 
very  soon  Kirk-rapine  lay  quite  dead — his 


body  torn  in  pieces,  and  his  blood  flowing 
into  the  earth. 

Now,  when  the  broad  daylight  re 
turned,  Una  arose,  and  with  her  the 
lion,  and  once  more  set  out  together  to 
seek  the  knight  As  soon  as  she  was 
gone,  the  women  came  out  from  their 
dark  corner,  to  see  whether  or  not  their 
worst  fears  were  realized.  When  they  saw 
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that  Kirk-rapine  was  indeed  slain,  they 
tore  their  hair,  and  beat  their  breasts,  and, 
half  mad  with  malice  and  revenge,  rushed 
forth  in  pursuit  of  Una.  As  soon  as  they 
got  near  her,  they  began  to  shout  and 
cry  after  her,  calling  her  all  sorts  of  bad 
names  and  praying  that  every  kind  of 
evil  might  befall  her.  ~At  "length,  tired 
out  with  their  own  curses,  they  turned 
back,  and  on  the  way  met  one  clad  in 
armour  as  became  aknjghk 

This  was,  however,  no  knight,  but  Archi- 
mago,  the  wicked  enchanter,  who,  not 
content  with  having  separated  Una  from 
her  champion,  sought  to  lead  her  into 
further  distress.  He  stopped  the  old 
woman,  and,  describing  Una,  asked  if  she 
had  seen  any  such  lady.  Thereupon 
Corceca's  passion  became  renewed,  and, 
crying  and  cursing,  she  declared  she  knew 
her  but  too  well,  and  told  him  which  way 
to  take. 

Before    long,   Archimago    came    where 
"  Una  travelled  slow, "  her  fierce  guardian 
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treading  by  her  side.  The  sight  of  the 
lion  alarmed  the  enchanter,  and  he  turned 
aside,  not  daring  to  approach  too  near. 
Now  Arch  imago  had  taken  care  to  dis 
guise  himself  as  Una's  own  Red-cross 
knight.  When,  therefore,  she  recognized 
the  well-known  shield,  she  turned  and 
rode  towards  him,  and,  as  she  approached 
more  near,  became  assured  in  her  own 
mind  that  this  was  indeed  her  lost  lord. 
Hastening  on,  in  much  humility  and  with 
tears  in  her  eyes,  she  exclaimed  :  "  Ah  ! 
my  long-lost  lord,  where  have  you  been 
so  long  hidden  from  my  sight  ? "  The 
pretended  knight  replied  "  that  his  absence 
had  been  enforced  in  that  a  certain  Archi- 
mago  had  sent  him  on  an  adventure, 
from  which  he  had  now  returned  suc 
cessful,  and  ready  henceforth  to  abide  by 
her  and  defend  her  by  land  and  sea."  His 
words  made  Una  very  happy.  In  her  new 
found  joy,  she  forgot  the  pains  and  toils  she 
had  encountered  and  journeyed  on,  dis 
coursing  happily  of  all  that  had  befallen  her. 
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They  had  not,  however,  travelled  far 
when  they  saw  an  armed  horseman  riding 
towards  them  at  full  speed.  Although 
his  horse  was  covered  with  foam,  the 
warrior  kept  spurring  it  from  time  to 
time,  and  looked  as  if  he  were  breathing 
forth  dread  threats  of  vengeance  on  some 
unknown  victim.  On  his  shield  his  name 
Sansloy  was  written  in  red  letters.  Now, 
this  Sansloy  was  a  Saracen  knight,  and 
was  brother  of  another  knight  named 
Sansfoy,  but  this  brother  had  encountered 
the  Red-cross  knight  shortly  after  he 
and  Una  left  the  Faerie  Court,  and  had 
been  slain  by  him.  The  moment,  there 
fore,  that  Sansloy  had  seen  the  cross 
on  Archimago's  armour,  he  had  deter 
mined  to  avenge  his  brother's  death, 
and  bore  down  thus  fiercely  on  the 
enchanter  and  the  lady.  But  Archimago 
had  no  mind  to  fight ;  he  grew  faint  and 
fearful  when  he  saw  the  warrior,  and  it 
was  only  when  Una  cheered  him  on  that 
he  ventured  to  couch  his  spear  or  put 
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spurs  to  his  horse.  Sansloy  showed  no 
mercy,  but  came  on  with  such  force  and 
fierceness  that  his  spear  went  right  through 
Archimago's  shield  and  hurled  his  an 
tagonist  from  his  charger,  so  that  he  fell 
heavily  to  the  ground,  while  the  blood 
gushed  from  his  wound.  Immediately 
Sansloy  leapt  from  his  steed  and  hastened 
toward  his  prostrate  foe  exclaiming, 
"  Lo !  there  the  worthy  meed  of  him  who 
slew  Sansfoy  with  bloody  knife,"  and 

thereupon   began   to    unlace   Archimago's 

*-«••••      -  •          1  •     •.    "  •;•'• "    "' 

helmet,  thinking  to  sever  his  head  at  one 

stroke.  But  Una  saw  his  purport,  and 
cried  out,  beseeching  him  to  hold  "that 
heavy  hand,"  urging  that  surely  Sansloy's 
revenge  was  enough  when  he  saw  his 
foe  lie  vanquished  at  his  feet.  To  her 
piteous  words  the  cruel  Saracen  paid  no 
attention,  but  tore  off  the  other's  helmet, 
and  would  have  given  the  fatal  blow  had 
he  not  perceived  before  him,  instead  of\ 
the  Red-cross  knight,  the  hoary  head  of  \ 
Archimago  the  enchanter.  He  stayed  \ 
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his  hand,  and  gazed  on  the  old  man  in 
amazement,  for  he  knew  him  well,  and 
knew  that,  skilful  as  Archimago  was  in 
charms  and  magic,  he  was  but  little  used 
to  war. 

"  Why,  Archimago,"  he  exclaimed,  "  what 
do  I  see  ?  What  hard  mishap  is  this  ? " 

The  enchanter  answered  him  never  a 
word,  but  lay  in  a  trance,  apparently 
dying,  and  Sansloy,  who  had  no  com 
passion  in  his  soul,  made  no  attempt  to 
render  him  assistance. 

He  turned  instead  to  Una,  who,  poor 
damsel,  was  in  sore  amazement  to  see 
that  he  whom  she  had  believed  her  own 
true  knight  was  the  cruel  enchanter  who 
had  caused  all  her  distress.  Her  wonder 
soon  changed  into  terror,  for  Sansloy 
proceeded  to  seize  hold  of  her  white  veil 
an3"~pluck  her  rudely  from  her  steed  and 
gaze  boldly  in  her  face.  But  now  arose 
the  lion,  her  fierce  servant,  and,  full  of 
kingly  rage  at  seeing  his  lady  thus  mal 
treated,  sprang  upon  the  Saracen,  and 


©mi  anb  the  JCion.  15 

with  sharp-rending  claws  strove  to  tear 
away  his  shield.  But  Sansloy  was  very 
strong  and  wary,  and,  redeeming  the  shield 
from  the  lion's  paws,  he  drew  his  sword. 
Alas!  the  power  of  the  wild  beast  was 
all  too  weak  to  withstand  a  foe  armed  at 
every  point  and  so  mighty  in  strength 
and  in  skill  as  Sansloy.  Very  soon  the 
deadly  steel  pierced  the  lion's  heart,  and 
he  roared  aloud,  and  life  forsook  him.  Una 
was  left  alone  in  the  hands  of  a  cruel 
warrior,  bereft  of  hope,  for  her  faithful 
guardian  was  slain.  She  knew  not  where 
to  look  for  help,  and  indeed  help  seemed 
very  far  away. 

The  Saracen  would  listen  to  no  entreaty, 
but  lifted  her  on  to  his  own  steed  and  bore 
her  off,  while  the  lowly  ass,  who  would  not 
forsake  his  lady,  followed  as  best  he  could. 
With  piteous  words,  she  wept  and  begged 
for  freedom,  but  all  in  vain;  her  words  only 
increased  the  hardness  of  her  captor's 
heart. 

After  a  time,  Una  found  herself  borne 
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into  a  wild  forest.  Here  the  damsel's 
terror  became  extreme,  and  she  cried 
aloud  in  her  distress.  She  had  no  hope  of 
succour,  but  succour  came. 

"  Eternal  providence,  exceeding  thought, 
Where  none  appears,  can  make  herself  a  way." 

And  a  wondrous  way  in  this  case  it 
proved. 

Far  off  in  the  wood,  a  troop  of  Fauns 
and  Satyrs,  wild,  untamed  inhabitants  of 
deepest  forests,  were  dancing,  whilst  old 
Sylvanus,  their  god,  lay  sleeping.  These, 
Hearing  Una's  cry,  left  their  sport,  and, 
running  towards  the  spot  from  which  the 
cry  had  come,  appeared  suddenly  on  the 
scene. 

They  were  a  rude,  misshapen,  even 
frightful-looking  crowd,  and  Sansloy,  like 
the  wicked  knight  that  he  was,  seized 
with  superstitious  fears,  took  fright  and 
fled.  But,  when  the  Satyrs  beheld  Una 
all  alone,  sad  and  desolate,  her  fair  face 
stained  with  tears,  they  stood  still  before 
her,  astonished  at  her  beauty,  and  pitiful 
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of  her  distress.  And  she,  more  amazed 
than  they,  began  to  fear  and  tremble 
afresh,  for  wild  stories  were  told  of  the 
Satyrs  and  of  their  lawless  deeds.  And 
it  seemed  to  her  that  a  worse  lot  than 
ever  before  had  now  befallen  her.  So 
fearful  was  she  that  she  dared  neither 
speak  nor  move. 

The  wild  people  read  Una's  sorrow  in 
her  sad  countenance,  and,  laying  aside  the 
rough,  frowning  looks  they  usually  wore, 
began  to  grin  and  smile  and  bend  their 
knees  before  her,  trying  thus  to  comfort  her. 
Uncertain  whether  or  not  she  dare  trust 
herself  to  them,  Una  stood  irresolute. 
They,  as  they  watched  her,  were  over-  \ 
come  by  pity  of  her  tender  youth  and 
wonder  at  her  sovereign  beauty,  and  < 
prostrating  themselves  on  the  ground, 
kissed  her  feet  and  fawned  upon  her  with 
their  most  kindly  looks. 

Then  Una,  guessing  their  hearts  aright, 
gave  herself  up  to  their  care,  and,  rising, 
went  fearlessly  among  them.  Glad  as 
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birds  in  the  joyous  spring-time,  they  led 
her  forth  dancing,  shouting,  singing,  and 
strewing  green  branches  before  her.  All 
the  way  they  played  on  their  merry  pipes, 
until  the  woods  rang  with  their  echo ; 
and,  worshipping  the  lady  as  a  queen,  they 
crowned  her  with  an  olive  garland  and 
led  her  to  Sylvanus,  their  god. 

He  had  wondered  at  the  sounds  of 
rejoicing  which  had  roused  him  from  his 
sleep,  but  when,  leaning  on  his  cypress 
staff,  he  came  forth  from  his  bower  and 
saw  Una,  he  stood  amazed  and  won 
dered  not  when  his  wood -born  subjects 
fell  prostrate  before  her. 

And  then  came  tree-nymphs  and  light- 
footed  Naiads,  flocking  to  see  the  new 
comer.  But  when  they  saw  how  fair  and 
good  she  was,  sharp  envy  seized  upon  them, 
and  they  fled  away  lest  the  Satyrs,  in  their 

s 

new-born  reverence  for  Una,  should  scorn 
their  ancient  playmates. 

So  Una,  thankful  for  the  favour  she  found 
and  the  respect  shown  to  her,  remained  a 
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long  time  among  this  forest  people,  and 
rested  from  her  weariness.  In  return  for 
their  hospitality,  she  tried  to  teach  them 
something  of  truth,  and  to  prevent  their 
worship  of  herself,  but  it  was  in  vain,  for 
when  they  found  they  might  not  worship 
the  lady,  they  turned  to  the  milk-white 
ass,  her  lowly  steed,  and  worshipped  it  in 
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her  stead. 

One   day   there   came   to   the    forest   a 
certain  Sir  Satyrane,  a  noble  knight  who 
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had  been  born  in  these  woods,  and  who 
was  in  the  habit  of  revisiting  them  from 
time  to  time.  Now,  when  he  came  unex 
pectedly  on  this  fair  lady  sitting  among 
the  Satyrs  and  endeavouring  to  teach 
them  true  sacred  lore,  he  wpnderecl  at  her 
heavenly  wisdom,  the  like  of  which  he 

JT^— "— —    '  '  

had  never  jDejore  seen  in  woman.  And 
when  he  watched  her  courteous  deeds  and 
heard  the  story  of  her  sad  misfortunes, 
his  wonder  changed  into  admiration,  and 
he  became  her  scholar  and  learned  of  her 
"'  the  discipline  of  truth  and  faith." 
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Thus  Una  and  Sir  Satyrane  grew  close 
friends,  and  at  length  she  told  him  her 
most  secret  grief,  how  deeply  she  longed 
to  find  the  Red-cross  knight,  and  how  all 
her  secret  thoughts  were  spent  in  con 
triving  an  escape  from  her  kind  but  rude 
guardians.  So  Sir  Satyrane  began  to 
devise  how  he  might  help  her,  and  one  day 
while  the  Satyrs  had  all  gone  to  pay  hom 
age  to  Sylvanus,  the  strong  knight  led 
away  the  gentle  virgin,  and  after  further 
adventures,  of  which  you  shall  hear  in  the 
next  tale,  Una  did  at  last  rejoin  her 
long-lost  knight  to  the  great  comfort  of 
them  both. 
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PRINCE  ARTHUR  HELPS  UNA  TO  FIND 
THE  RED-CROSS  KNIGHT. 

Faerie  Queene.     Book  I.     Cantos  VIII.,  X. 

T  T  NA  and  the  good  Sir  Satyrane  travelled 
together  for  some  time,  seeking  her 
knight.  In  the  course  of  their  search  Sir 
Satyrane  became  separated  from  Una,  who 
must  have  gone  on  alone  had  not  her  long- 
lost  dwarf  unexpectedly  appeared. 

This  was  a  most  welcome  sight,  and  yet 
Una's  heart  sank  within  her  as  she  looked 
at  the  dwarf,  for  he  travelled  alone  and 
carried  with  him  the  silver  shield,  the 
mighty  spear  and  ancient  armour  of  the 
Red-cross  Knight.  Seeing  these,  she  fell 
helpless  to  the  ground,  for  she  knew  some 
terrible  misfortune  must  have  happened  to 
her  lord. 
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The  dwarf,  as  he  drew  near  and  beheld 
his  lady  in  such  distress,  became  as  sorrowful 
as  she  ;  for  he  bore  heavy  tidings  and  feared 
greatly  to  impart  them.  His  heart  sank 
within  him,  but  he  made  a  show  of  hopeful 
ness  and  set  about  to  rub  and  chafe  the  poor 
damsel's  temples  until  she  began  to  give 
signs  of  life,  and  to  moan  and  groan  aloud. 
She  was  very  weary,  and  she  thought  her 
effort  to  save  her  parents  was  all  in  vain. 
Loathing  the  very  sunshine  she  cried  out 
for  death,  and,  believing  her  prayers  about 
to  be  answered,  once  more  sank  upon  the 
ground. 

Three  times  she  sank  and  three  times  the 
dwarf  raised  and  revived  her  with  busy  care 
and  pains.  When  at  length  life  fairly  won 
the  victory,  with  trembling  limbs  and  failing 
tongue  Una  prayed  him  to  tell  her  what 
woful  tragedy  had  befallen  her  knight. 
"Thou  canst  not,"  she  said,  "tell  a  more 
heavy  tale  than  that  I  already  know  to  be 
true." 

Then  the  dwarf  began  to  relate  all  the 
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adventures  which  had  happened  to  him  and 
the  knight  from  the  time  that  Archimago, 
the  wicked  enchanter,  had  parted  them  from 
Una  until  now.  These  were  many,  but  at 
present  I  can  only  tell  you  of  that  in  which 
the  Red-cross  Knight  lost  his  armour. 

First,  you  must  know  that  the  knight 
ought  never  to  have  left  Una.  In  leaving 
her  he  followed  a  false  imagination  put  into 
his  mind  by  Archimago,  instead  of  remain 
ing  strictly  true  to  the  charge  given  him  by 
Gloriana,  Queen  of  Faeryland,  and  this  one 
false  step  led  him  into  much  misfortune. 

It  was  thus  he  came  to  trust  in  Duessa, 
_a  wicked  witch,  who  one  day  led  him  to  rest 
by  a  stream  whose  waters  had  the  fatal 
effect  of  rendering  every  one  who  drank  of 
them  weak  and  powerless  against  all  attacks 
of  evil.  The  knight,  then,  resting  by  the 
stream,  drank  of  its  waters,  and  immediately 
his  strength  gave  way,  his  blood  ran  slow, 
and  a  chill  struck  at  the  very  root  of  his 
courage. 

While  lying  in  this  feeble  condition,  a 
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dreadful  sound  was  heard,  that  seemed  to 
shake  the  earth  and  cause  the  trees  to 
tremble.  Starting  up,  the  knight  began  to 
collect  his  weapons  and  to  don  his  armour 
in  great  haste.  But  before  he  could  do  so, 
before  he  had  even  got  his  shield  in  his  hand, 
a  hideous  giant,  more  than  three  times  the 
height  of  any  mortal  man,  and  so  huge  that 
the  earth  groaned  under  his  weight,  came 
stalking  into  sight.  In  his  hand  the  giant 
Orgoglio  bore  a  gnarled  oak  torn  up  from 
the  forest,  which  he  used  both  as  staff  and 
weapon,  and  when  he  saw  the  knight  he 
raised  this  formidable  cudgel  and  bore  down 
upon  him  in  a  fury. 

Alas !  the  Red-cross  Knight  was  little 
able  to  sustain  the  combat.  Unarmed,  dis 
graced  and  inwardly  dismayed  by  the  power 
of  the  fatal  waters,  he  could  hardly  wield 
his  single  blade. 

The  giant  struck  with  a  force  that  might 
overthrow  a  tower  of  stone,  much  more  a 
defenceless  man:  but  the  knight  watched 
carefully  where  the  blows  fell,  and  skilfully 
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leapt  out  of  their  way,  and  thus  for  a  time 
evaded  them.  But  not  for  long  :  so  furious 
were  the  blows  that  the  wind  they  raised 
presently  overthrew  him  and  flung  him 
stunned  upon  the  ground. 

The  giant  was  not  slow  to  see  his  advan 
tage.  He  uplifted  his  powerful  arm,  and 
with  one  stroke  would  have  made  an  end  of 
his  opponent  had  not  Duessa  interfered. 
She  besought  Orgoglio  to  spare  the  life  of 
the  Red-cross  Knight  and  take  only  his 
liberty :  and  to  this  the  giant  consented  on 
condition  that  Duessa  would  become  his 
lady-love.  He  then  raised  the  knight  in  his 
cruel  arms  and  carried  him  in  haste  to  his 
strong  castle,  where  he  threw  him  into  its 
darkest  dungeon. 

Such  was  the  tale  the  dwarf  had  to  tell. 

Una  heard  him  patiently  to  the  end,  and 
strove  to  master  her  sorrow,  but  it  only 
grew  stronger  the  more  she  contended 
against  it.  At  length,  when  the  first 
passion  of  grief  had  worn  itself  out,  she 
rose,  and,  attended  by  the  dwarf,  resolved  to 
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find  her  knight,  alive  or  dead.  But  ever  as 
she  wandered  through  low  dales,  and  over 
high  hills  and  among  thick  woods,  her  grief 
broke  forth  from  time  to  time  as  if  from  a 
wound  that  had  not  healed. 

After  a  time  Una  and  her  dwarf  chanced 
to  meet  a  very  noble-looking  knight  attend 
ed  by  a  single  follower. 

These  were  none  other  than  the  great  and 
good  Prince  Arthur  and  Timias  his  much 
loved  squire.  The  armour  of  the  Prince 
glittered  from  afar,  and  on  his  breast  he 
wore  a  bauldric  beset  with  precious  stones, 
in  the  midst  of  which  shone  one  shaped  like 
a  lady's  head,  which  was  of  wondrous  worth 
and  was  possessed  of  magic  powers.  By 
the  bauldric  hung  the  Prince's  sword  :  its 
sheath  was  of  ivory  curiously  wrought. 
The  hilt  and  the  buckle  were  of  burnished 
gold  and  the  handle  was  of  mother-of-pearl. 
His  helmet  was  also  of  gold  and  had  a 
dragon  for  its  crest :  the  wings  of  the 
dragon  spread  wide  apart,  while  its  head 
couched  close  upon  the  Prince's  beaver,  and 
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its  tail  stretched  low  upon  his  back,  and  on 
the  top  of  all  was  a  tuft  of  divers  coloured 
hair  sprinkled  with  gold  and  pearls,  and 
quivering  in  the  sunlight.  His  shield  was 
closely  covered  and  might  not  be  seen  of 
mortal  eyes,  for  it  was  made  of  pure  and 
perfect  diamond  : — one  massive  piece  cut 
solid  from  the  rock,  and  no  spear  could 
pierce  it  nor  any  sword  divide  its  substance. 

And  never  did  Prince  Arthur  reveal  its 
brightness  to  any  single  foe,  but  if  he 
wished  to  dismay  huge  monsters  or  daunt 
whole  armies,  then  would  he  discover  its 
exceeding  brightness,  and  so  discomfit 
them.  No  magic  art  or  enchanter's  word 
had  power  over  it,  and  all  things  that  were 
not  what  they  seemed,  faded  away  before 
its  brightness.  By  it  the  Prince  could 
blind  the  proud,  turn  men  into  stones, 
stones  to  dust,  and  dust  to  nought. 

This  wondrous  shield,  with  the  rich 
sword  and  armour,  had  been  made  for 
Prince  Arthur  by  Merlin,  the  great  and 
good  magician. 
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Timias.  the  Prince's  squire,  was  a  gentle 
youth.  He  bore  a  spear  of  ebony,  with  a 
square  pike  head,  which  had  been  three 
times  heated  in  the  furnace  ;  and  he  rode 
a  proud  and  stubborn  steed  that  chafed 
under  its  rider,  but  was  kept  well  in  hand. 

As  Prince  Arthur  approached  the  lady, 
he  spoke  courteously  to  her,  and  when  he 
perceived  that  his  words  drew  forth  slow 
and  unwilling  answers,  he  guessed  that  a 
secret  sorrow  rent  her  heart.  He  then 
tried  to  draw  from  her  the  cause  of  her 
distress,  until,  moved  by  his  kind  words, 
Una  spoke. 

"  What  happiness,"  she  asked,  "  could 
reach  a  heart  plunged  in  a  sea  of  sorrow, 
and  heaped  with  huge  misfortunes?  As 
soon  as  she  thought  of  her  distress  a  cold 
chill  crept  over  her,  and  she  felt  as  if  stung 
by  an  iron  arrow.  Griefs  which  could  not 
be  cured  were  best  not  spoken  of,  —  she 
could  only  weep  and  wail." 

Then  said  the  Prince  —  "  Ah  !  dear  lady, 
well  do  I  believe  that  your  grief  is  a  heavy 
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one,  for  only  to  hear  you  speak  fills  my 
soul  with  sadness ;  but  let  me  entreat  of 
you  to  unfold  it,  for  counsel  eases  the  worst 
sorrow." 

"  But  great  grief,"  said  Una,  "  will  not 
bear  to  be  spoken  of ;  it  is  easy  to  think 
about,  but  hard  to  utter." 

"  True,"  replied  the  Prince,  "  but  he  that 
wills  not,  can  do  nothing." 

"  Ah  !  "  pleaded  Una,  "  but  grief  that  is 
spoken,  and  finds  no  relief,  grows  still 
heavier,  and  leads  to  despair." 

"Not  so,"  said  the  Prince,  "when  there 
is  trust  and  faith." 

And  thus  was  Una  at  length  persuaded 
to  disclose  her  secret  sorrow. 

She  told  the  Prince  the  story  you  already 
know :  how  her  dear  parents  were  im 
prisoned  by  a  huge  dragon,  and  how  the 
Red-cross  Knight,  who  was  to  have  rescued 
them,  had  been  betrayed  into  the  hands  of 
a  cruel  giant,  in  whose  dungeons  he  lay, 
disarmed  and  helpless. 

Before  she  had  quite  ended  her  tale,  the 
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poor  damsel  grew  faint  from  grief  and 
dread,  but  the  Prince  comforted  her  with 
cheering  words. 

"  Truly,"  he  said,  "  you  have  great  cause 
of  sorrow ;  but  take  comfort  and  courage, 
for  until  I  have  rescued  your  captive 
knight  be  assured  that  I  will  not  leave 
you." 

So  the  whole  party  went  on  together, 
until  they  reached  a  great  castle.  Here, 
said  the  dwarf,  lay  his  luckless  lord,  and 
here  the  Prince  must  try  his  prowess. 
Whereupon  the  Prince  alighted  from  his 
steed,  and  bidding  Una  remain  where  she 
was  and  watch  the  issue  of  the  fight,  took 
Timias,  his  squire,  and  strode  up  to  the 
castle  wall.  He  found  the  gates  fast 
closed,  and  no  one  to  keep  guard  or 
answer  to  his  call.  At  this,  the  squire 
blew  a  small  bugle,  which  hung  by  his 
side,  adorned  with  twisted  gold  and  gay 
tassels,  and  writ  all  over  with  the  wonders 
of  its  virtue. 

None  ever  heard  its  shrill  call  who  did 
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not  tremble  before  it.  There  was  no  gate 
however  strong,  or  lock  however  firm,  that 
did  not  burst  open  at  its  summons.  And 
now,  as  the  squire  blew  the  magic  horn, 
the  grim  castle  quaked,  every  door  flew 
open,  and  the  giant  himself  rushed  forth 
with  an  angry  stare  on  his  cruel  counten 
ance,  eager  to  learn  who  or  what  this 
might  be  that  had  dared  his  dreaded 
power.  After  him  appeared  Duessa,  riding 
a  many -headed  monster,  with  a  fiery, 
flaming  tongue  in  every  one  of  its  many 
heads. 

At  once  the  Prince  began  a  furious 
attack  on  the  monster.  Thereupon  the 
giant  buckled  to  the  fight,  and  lifting  up 
his  dreadful  club,  all  armed  with  ragged 
knobs  and  gnarled  knots,  thought  to  have 
slain  the  Prince  at  a  single  blow.  But  he, 
wise  and  wary,  leapt  swiftly  aside,  and  the 
great  weapon  fell  so  heavily,  that  it  sank 
three  yards  deep  into  the  ground,  making 
the  earth  tremble.  Now,  Orgoglio  could 
not  easily  uplift  his  club,  and  as  he  strove 
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to  drag  it  from  the  deep  cleft,  the  Prince 
smote  off  his  left  arm,  which  fell  to  the 
ground,  a  senseless  block,  while  streams  of 
blood  gushed  from  the  wound.  Dismayed 
by  the  pain,  Orgoglio  roared  aloud,  and 
Duessa  hastened  to  draw  up  her  many- 
headed  charger  to  his  aid.  But  the  squire 
soon  forced  the  horrid  beast  to  retreat,  and 
at  this  Duessa  in  her  pride  rebelled  and 
urged  the  monster  afresh  ;  but  in  vain,  for 
Timias  dealt  mighty  strokes,  and  stood 
firmly  to  his  post. 

Then  Duessa  resorted  to  her  witch 
ways,  and  taking  out  a  golden  cup,  mur 
mured  enchantments  over  it,  and  sprinkled 
some  of  its  contents  upon  Timias.  His 
courage  immediately  faded  away,  and  his 
senses  became  dull  and  numb,  and  he  fell 
helpless  before  the  monster. 

The  dreadful  beast  laid  its  claws  upon 
Timias'  neck,  and  kept  him  pinned  to  the 
ground,  until  his  life  was  nearly  crushed 
out :  then  it  left  him  with  neither  power 
nor  will  to  rise. 
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But  when  Prince  Arthur  beheld  the  sad 
plight  into  which  his  well-loved  squire  had 
fallen,  he  left  off  fighting  with  Orgoglio, 
and  turned  upon  the  beast,  and  struck  off 
one  of  its  monster  heads. 

Thereupon  Orgoglio  went  to  Duessa's 
aid,  and  putting  all  his  force  into  his  re 
maining  arm,  he  let  drive  his  oaken  club 
with  such  terrible  fury,  that  falling  on  the 
Prince's  shield,  it  bore  him  to  the  ground. 

But  as  Prince  Arthur  fell,  his  shield  be 
came  uncovered,  and  suddenly  there  blazed 
forth  a  light  of  such  dazzling  brightness, 
that  no  eye  could  bear  it.  The  giant  let 
his  arm  drop  to  his  side,  and  the  many- 
headed  beast  turned  blind  and  staggered 
so  that  Duessa  cried  out  wildly,  "  O  !  help, 
Orgoglio,  help,  or  we  perish  all ! " 

The  giant  was  moved  by  her  piteous 
cry,  and  strove  to  wield  his  weapon  in  her 
aid,  but  all  in  vain,  for  the  bright  shield 
had  sapped  his  powers. 

And  now  Prince  Arthur  struck  at  him, 
smiting  off  his  right  leg,  and  while  he  lay 
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prostrate  and  helpless,  leapt  lightly  upon 
him,  and  smote  off  his  head.  Lo  !  Orgog- 
lio's  body  shrank  away,  and  nothing  was 
left  but  an  empty  dried-up  skin — such  is 
the  end  of  pride. 

When  Duessa  saw  the  grievous  fate  of 
Orgoglio,  she  cast  away  her  golden  cup, 
and  fled  fleetly  from  the  bloody  scene ;  but 
the  squire,  light  of  foot  as  she,  speedily 
brought  her  back  captive. 

And  now  Una,  who  had  watched  the 
fight  from  afar,  came  forward  with  sober 
and  modest  gladness,  hardly  able  to  find 
words  with  which  to  greet  and  thank  the 
victor,  declaring  that  heaven,  not  she,  must 
requite  him  the  service  he  had  done.  She 
then  went  on  to  pray  that  since  heaven 
and  his  prowess  had  made  him  master  of 
the  field,  he  would  end  that  he  had  so  fair 
begun,  and  would  rescue  her  Red -cross 
Knight  from  the  deep  dungeon  in  which 
he  lay. 

Thereupon  the  Prince  gave  Duessa  into 
the  charge  of  Timias,  while  he  himself  pro- 
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ceeded  to  make  forcible  entrance  into  the 
castle.  No  living  creature  did  he  see,  and 
when  he  called  aloud,  no  man  answered  to 
his  cry;  but  a  solemn  silence  reigned  in 
hall  and  bower. 

At  length  there  came  forth  an  old,  old 
man,  with  a  beard  as  white  as  snow,  who 
walked  along  with  a  creeping,  crooked 
pace,  and  leant  his  feeble  steps  on  a  staff, 
groping  his  way,  for  his  eyesight  had  failed 
him  long  ago.  On  his  arm  hung  a  bunch 
of  keys,  overgrown  with  rust :  these  were 
the  keys  of  the  inner  doors,  but  he  could 
not  use  them,  and  only  kept  them  by  him 
from  ancient  custom.  It  was  a  strange 
sight  to  watch  his  feeble  pace,  for  as  he 
moved  slowly  forward  his  face  was  seen  to 
be  turned  backward.  He  was  the  ancient 
keeper  of  the  place,  foster-father  to  the 
slain  Orgoglio,  and  his  name,  Ignaro,  be 
trayed  his  true  nature. 

But  the  Prince  honoured  his  grave  and 
reverend  appearance,  and  asked  him  gently 
where  were  all  the  dwellers  in  the  castle, 
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to  which  he  replied  in  a  quiet  voice  that 
he  could  not  tell.  Again  the  Prince  asked 
where  the  knight  whom  Orgoglio  had  van 
quished  lay  captive,  and  Ignaro  replied 
he  could  not  tell.  Then  the  Prince 
inquired  by  which  way  he  might  pass  into 
the  castle,  and  still  the  old  man  said  he 
could  not  tell ;  whereupon  the  Prince, 
courteous  as  he  ever  was,  grew  displeased, 
and  thinking  that  Ignaro  mocked  at  his 
questions,  upbraided  him,  and  demanded 
an  answer  befitting  the  gravity  of  the  old 
man's  years,  but  the  reply  was  ever  the 
same,  he  could  not  tell. 

At  this  the  Prince  looked  attentively  at 
the  aged  sire,  and,  guessing  that  he  was 
indeed  ignorant,  stayed  his  wrath  in  pity 
for  his  imbecility,  and,  stepping  up  to  him, 
took  the  bunch  of  keys  from  his  unresisting 
hand,  and  made  free  entrance  for  himself. 
He  opened  all  the  doors,  and  neither  bar 
nor  foeman  presented  any  hindrance.  He 
found  all  within  furnished  with  great  rich 
ness  and  splendour,  but  everywhere  he 
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beheld  traces  of  the  giant's  cruelty.  He 
sought  through  every  room  and  every 
bower,  but  nowhere  could  he  find  the 
Red-cross  Knight. 

At  length,  Prince  Arthur  came  upon  an 
iron  door,  which  was  fast  locked.  He 
searched  among  the  keys,  but  in  all  the 
bunch  there  was  not  one  to  open  it.  Pre 
sently  he  espied  a  small  grating  in  the 
door,  and  through  this  he  called  with  all 
his  strength  that  he  might  discover  whether 
any  living  wight  were  imprisoned  there. 

By-and-bye  he  heard  a  hollow,  dreary, 
murmuring  voice.  It  asked  who  this  might 
be  that  brought  tidings  so  welcome  as  the 
news  of  death  to  one  who  had  lain  dying 
for  three  weary  months,  but  yet  lived 
on. 

When  the  Prince  heard  this  sad  plaint, 
his  heart  thrilled  with  pity  and  indigna 
tion,  and  he  rent  open  the  iron  door  in 
fierce  fury  ;  but  when  the  iron  door  was 
open,  there  was  nothing  before  him  but  a 
deep  descent,  dank,  dark,  and  foul.  How- 
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ever,  neither  the  darkness  nor  the  foulness 
could  stay  the  strong  purpose  of  the  Prince, 
and  after  long  labour  and  great  persever 
ance,  he  succeeded  in  finding  means  where 
by  to  rescue  the  prisoner  from  the  dismal 
hole. 

But  alas  !  when  the  knight  was  lifted 
out,  he  presented  a  sad  spectacle  of  ghastly 
suffering.  His  feeble  limbs  could  scarce 
support  his  body,  his  eyes  were  dull  and 
sunken,  and  could  ill  bear  the  light,  his 
cheeks  were  thin  and  hollow,  his  once 
powerful  arms  wasted  away,  and  his  whole 
appearance  was  withered  and  shrivelled. 

When  Una  saw  him  she  ran  towards 
him,  tears  in  her  eyes,  and  joy  and  sadness 
mingled  in  her  feelings,  and  as  soon  as  she 
could  speak  for  her  tears,  she  exclaimed, 
"  Ah,  dearest  Lord,  what  evil  power  hath 
thus  robbed  you  of  yourself,  and  marred 
your  manly  countenance  ?  But  welcome 
now,  whether  in  weal  or  in  woe." 

The  knight  was  too  feeble  to  answer, 
and  the  Prince  replied  for  him,  saying  that 
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nothing  was  gained  in  recounting  woes, 
since  the  only  good  to  be  had  from  past 
peril  is  to  be  wise  and  ware  of  like 
again. 

He  then  asked  Una  what  he  should  do 
with  Duessa,  the  false  witch.  Una  declared 
that  to  have  her  die  would  be  too  spiteful 
an  act,  and,  therefore,  having  despoiled  her 
of  the  scarlet  and  purple  robes,  and  rich 
ornaments,  with  which  she  imposed  upon 
men,  they  let  her  go,  and  Una  and  the 
knights  remained  in  the  castle  to  rest  a 
while. 

But  this  rest  was  not  sufficient  to  fit  the 
Red-cross  Knight  for  his  approaching  con 
flict  with  the  dragon,  and  so  Una,  seeing 
that  his  limbs  were  weak,  and  his  spirit 
damped  by  the  long  and  miserable  im 
prisonment,  conducted  him  to  an  ancient 
house,  called  the  House  of  Holiness,  in 
which  she  knew  they  would  have  a  kind 
welcome  and  good  food. 

In  this  house  they  remained  for  some 
time,  and  here  the  knight  met  an  aged 
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sire,  who  told  him  many  curious  things  con 
cerning  his  origin.  The  knight  rejoiced 
greatly  as  he  heard  that  he  was  descended 
from  ancient  Saxon  kings,  and  was  destined 
to  do  great  deeds  for  his  native  land. 

Inspired  with  fresh  courage  he  returned 
to  Una,  who  had  been  resting  with  the  good 
lady  Charity,  and  her  women,  in  their  side 
of  the  great  House  of  Holiness.  After 
many  thanks  rendered  and  many  blessings 
bestowed,  they  once  more  set  out  to  find 
the  Dragon. 
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How  THE  RED-CROSS  KNIGHT  SLEW 
THE  DRAGON. 

Faerie  Queene.     Book  I.     Cantos  XI.,  XII. 

A  S  Una  and  the  Red-cross  Knight  rode 
on    their   way   they   came   near   her 
father's  wasted  lands  and  the  brazen  tower 
in  which  her  parents  were  imprisoned. 

"  Dear  Knight "  said  Una  "  we  are  now 
come  where  our  peril  must  begin,"  and 
warning  him  that  they  might  encounter 
the  dragon  at  any  moment  she  prayed 
him  to  be  constantly  on  his  guard. 

As  she  spoke,  the  maiden  pointed  out 
the  tower,  and  at  the  same  time  a  hideous 
roar  filled  the  air  with  horror.  They 
looked  up  and  beheld  the  dragon  stretched 
out  on  the  sunny  side  of  a  hill.  The 
moment  that  the  monster  saw  the  knight's 
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shining  armour,  he  raised  his  great  frame 
and  hastened  towards  them  as  if  delighting 
at  the  prospect  of  fresh  prey. 

Then  the  knight  bade  Una  leave  him 
and  withdraw  to  a  hill  at  a  little  distance, 
where  she  could  watch  the  fight  and  yet  be 
secure  from  danger. 

The  dreadful  beast  came  on  steadily, 
half  walking,  half  flying  in  his  haste.  He 
covered  the  ground  quickly,  and  as  he 
went,  cast  a  huge  shadow  over  the  wasted 
land. 

As  the  dragon  approached  the  knight, 
he  reared  his  monstrous  body  on  high, 
which  looked  the  more  horrible  that  it  was 
swollen  with  wrath  and  venom.  It  was 
covered  with  brazen  scales,  so  closely 
placed,  that  nothing  could  pierce  them, 
and  the  dragon  shook  the  scales  until  they 
sounded  like  the  clashing  of  armour.  He 
had  wings  which  he  spread  out  like  great 
sails,  and  when  these  smote  the  air,  the 
clouds  fled  in  terror  before  them,  and  the 
heavens  stood  still  in  astonishment.  His 
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tail  was  twisted  in  a  hundred  folds,  and 
lay  over  his  scaly  back,  and  when  he  un 
folded  its  coils  and  displayed  its  full  length, 
it  swept  the  land  behind  him  for  three 
furlongs.  At  its  extremity  were  inserted 
two  deadly  stings,  sharper  than  the  sharpest 
steel.  And  still  sharper  and  more  cruel 
were  his  claws ;  so  cruel  and  ravenous, 
that  all  they  touched,  and  all  they 
drew  within  their  reach,  suffered  certain 
destruction. 

But  most  fearful  of  all  was  the  dragon's 
head.  It  had  deep-set  eyes,  that  burned 
with  rage,  and  shone  forth  like  shining 
shields ;  and  gaping  jaws,  in  which  were 
set  three  rows  of  iron  teeth.  From  these 
trickled  the  blood  of  the  creatures  he  had 
lately  devoured,  while  from  between  his 
jaws  issued  clouds  of  smoke  that  filled  the 
air  with  sulphurous  stench. 

Such  was  the  foe  the  Red-cross  Knight 
must  face  and  conquer. 

On  came  the  dragon,  raising  his  haughty 
crest,  shaking  his  scales,  and  hastening  so 
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joyously  to  the  combat,  that  the  knight 
inwardly  quaked  for  fear. 

And  now  began  the  first  of  three  days' 
mortal  strife. 

The  Red-cross  Knight  couched  his  spear, 
and  ran  fiercely  at  his  foe.  The  spear  did 
not  wound,  but  it  annoyed  the  dragon  :  he 
turned  aside,  and  as  he  turned,  swept  both 
the  horse  and  its  rider  to  the  ground.  In 
a  moment  the  knight  had  risen,  and  re 
newed  the  attack.  Never  before,  although 
many  a  knight  had  fought  with  him,  had 
the  dragon  felt  such  force  in  the  arm  of  a 
foe,  and  yet  the  deadly  thrusts  glanced 
back  from  his  well-armed  breast,  leaving 
him  unhurt. 

But  the  knight's  persistent  attacks 
roused  the  monster's  rage.  He  spread  his 
great  wings,  and  lifting  himself  into  the 
air,  swooped  down  upon  his  foe,  and  seized 
both  horse  and  man  in  his  cruel  claws.  He 
carried  them  an  arrow's  shot,  when  their 
fierce  struggles  obliged  him  to  let  them 
fall;  and  the  knight,  putting  the  force  of 
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three  men  into  a  single  blow,  once  more 
aimed  his  spear  at  the  impenetrable  scales. 
Again  the  blow  glanced  aside,  but  this 
time  it  glided  close  under  the  dragon's  up 
raised  wing,  and  there  inflicted  so  sore  a 
wound,  that  the  monster,  unaccustomed  to 
pain,  roared  aloud  with  a  noise  like  that 
of  the  ocean  in  a  wintry  storm. 

The  weapon  stuck  in  the  dragon's  flesh, 
until  he  contrived  to  tear  it  out  with  his 
claws,  whereupon  black  blood  streamed 
forth  from  his  wound,  and  flames  of  fire 
from  his  nostrils.  In  his  rage,  he  flung  his 
great  tail  about  :  it  twisted  round  the 
horse's  legs,  and  the  steed  in  its  effort  to  get 
free,  only  became  the  more  entangled,  and 
at  length  was  forced  to  throw  the  knight. 
Quickly  he  arose,  and  laying  hold  of  his 
powerful  sword,  struck  the  dragon  a  stroke 
that  seemed  as  if  it  must  prove  fatal.  But 
the  hardened  iron  took  little  effect  upon 
the  still  more  hardened  crest,  although  it 
fell  with  a  force  that  made  the  dragon 
careful  to  avoid  its  blows. 
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The  knight  grew  angry  when  he  saw  his 
strokes  of  no  avail,  and  struck  again  with 
greater  might,  but  the  steel  recoiled,  leaving 
no  mark  where  it  had  fallen. 

Now  the  dragon  was  suffering  from  the 
wound  under  his  wing,  and  impatient  of 
the  pain,  tried  again  to  rise  into  the  air. 
But  the  injured  wing  impeded  his  effort, 
and  full  of  rage  and  disappointment,  he 
uttered  a  roar  such  as  had  never  before 
been  heard,  and  once  more  sent  out  flames 
of  fire.  These  came  right  into  the  face  of 
the  knight,  and  making  their  way  through 
his  armour,  burned  him  so  sorely  that  he 
could  hardly  endure  its  weight.  Faint 
and  weary,  burned,  and  sore  with  his 
wounds,  worn  out  with  heat  and  toil,  and 
the  very  arms  he  bore,  death  seemed  to 
him  much  easier  than  life.  "But  death 
will  never  come  when  needs  require,"  and 
his  despair  well  nigh  cost  him  dear. 

The  dragon,  seeing  his  discomfiture, 
turned  upon  him,  and  smiting  him  with 
his  tail,  felled  him  to  the  ground.  Very 
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near,  then,  was  the  knight  to  the  death  he 
coveted. 

However,  it  so  happened  that,  unknown 
to  him,  a  well  of  rare  virtue  lay  close  by. 
Its  waters  could  cure  sicknesses,  make  the 
aged  young,  wash  sinful  crimes  away,  and 
even  restore  the  dead  to  life.  In  the 
happy  days  before  the  accursed  dragon 
had  brought  ruin  to  the  land,  it  had  been 
called  the  Well  of  Life;  and  though  he 
had  defiled  its  sacred  waters  with  innocent 
blood,  it  still  retained  many  of  its  ancient 
virtues.  Into  this  spring  the  knight  fell. 

And  now  the  sun  began  to  set,  and 
Una,  watching  from  her  hill,  saw  her 
champion  fall,  and  saw,  too,  that  the 
monster  swelled  out  his  proud  breast,  and 
clapped  his  great  wings  as  if  in  victory 
Little  knowing  the  boon  that  had  befallen 
her  knight,  the  maiden  grew  very  sad  at 
heart,  thinking  all  was  lost.  No  sleep  was 
possible  to  her.  With  folded  hands,  on 
lowly  knees,  she  spent  the  long  anxious 
hours  in  earnest  prayer. 
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When  morning  came,  Una  arose  and 
looked  anxiously  around  to  see  if,  haply, 
she  might  discover  the  warrior  still  alive, 
for  with  the  morning  new  hopes  frequently 
arise.  By-and-bye,  to  her  great  joy,  she 
saw  him  start  up,  all  fresh  and  invigorated 
by  the  powers  of  the  wondrous  well.  The 
dragon  was  confounded  at  the  sight,  and 
knew  not  whether  this  was  his  foe  of 
yesterday,  or  another  come  to  take  his 
place,  when  the  knight  uplifted  his  bright 
blade,  and  struck  the  monster  a  blow  upon 
the  skull,  which  wounded  him  in  right 
earnest. 

Whether  the  sword  had  received  some 
secret  virtue  from  the  waters  of  the  well, 
or  whether  they  had  only  increased  the 
strength  of  the  knight's  right  arm,  none 
can  tell,  but  never  before  had  a  blow 
taken  such  effect  on  the  cruel  monster. 
He  yelled  aloud  as  if  he  were  a  hundred 
lions  all  in  one  ;  he  tossed  his  great  tail 
aloft,  and  scourged  the  air  into  a  tempest, 
and  flung  about  its  mighty  length,  so  that 
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it  overthrew  high  trees,  and  tore  rocks  into 
pieces.  Then  advancing  his  tail  high  above 
his  head,  the  dragon  struck  the  knight  and 
smote  him  to  the  ground.  The  cruel  sting 
pierced  through  his  shield  and  fixed  itself 
in  his  shoulder.  There  it  remained,  caus 
ing  him  very  severe  pain. 

The  knight  was  nearly  overcome,  but 
more  mindful  of  the  issues  involved  in  the 
combat  than  of  his  own  suffering,  he  rose 
and  tried  to  free  himself.  Unable  to  loose 
the  sting,  and  inflamed  with  wrath  and 
anguish,  he  struck  the  dragon  on  the  tail, 
and  at  one  blow  cut  off  five  of  the  mighty 
joints.  Deeply  enraged,  the  creature 
thought  to  avenge  himself  once  for  all,  and 
gathering  himself  up,  fell  fiercely  on  the 
knight's  shield,  and  kept  fast  hold  of  it. 

And  now  was  the  Red-cross  Knight 
terribly  encumbered.  Three  times  he 
strove  to  release  his  shield  from  the 
dragon's  clutch,  and  three  times  failed.  In 
despair  he  summoned  his  trusty  sword  to 
his  aid,  and  laid  about  with  it  so  ruthlessly 
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that  at  length  the  creature  was  forced  to 
withdraw  one  foot  in  order  to  defend  himself. 
Then  the  knight  directed  all  his  blows 
against  the  other  foot,  still  fast  fixed  on 
the  shield,  until,  by  happy  fortune,  the 
sword  fell  upon  the  ankle-joint,  and  severed 
it. 

Upon  this  there  burst  forth  from  the 
beast  such  smoke  and  flames  and  brimstone 
as  to  dim  the  light  of  heaven  itself  and 
force  the  warrior  to  retreat,  lest  he  should 
be  scorched  alive.  As  he  did  so,  his  weary 
feet  slipped,  and  he  fell  down,  sore  terrified 
with  the  dread  of  shame. 

Now  it  chanced  that  close  by  where  he  fell, 
there  grew  a  goodly  tree,  laden  with  apples. 
Great  virtue  had  belonged  to  this  tree,  and 
even  now  there  trickled  forth  from  it  a 
stream  of  balm  that  fell  on  the  ground  and 
watered  it  as  if  with  dew.  This  little 
stream  imparted  life  and  long  health  to  all 
whom  it  benefited,  and  into  its  soothing 
power  the  knight  fell,  on  this,  the  close  of 
the  second  day's  fight. 
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Once  more  his  life  was  saved,  for  the 
dragon,  who  was  of  death  and  darkness, 
dared  not  approach  aught  life-giving.  And 
now  the  daylight  began  to  fade,  and  Una, 
seeing  her  lord  again  fall  and  lie  motion 
less,  knowing  not  that  he  lay  in  the  healing 
balm,  was  once  more  stricken  with  sore 
affright,  and  watched  and  prayed  for  him 
all  through  the  weary  darkness. 

When  morning  again  dawned  Una  saw 
her  knight  arise,  healed  and  refreshed, 
ready  for  renewed  combat.  And  the  dragon, 
who  had  lain  waiting  for  the  day  that  he 
might  destroy  him,  grew  afraid  when  he 
beheld  his  foe  as  fresh  as  if  he  had  not 
fought  at  all.  Nevertheless,  he  advanced, 
full  of  his  wonted  pride  and  rage,  with  jaws 
wide  open,  thinking  to  devour  his  foe  at  the 
first  encounter. 

But  the  knight  was  prepared  to  meet 
him  ;  thrusting  his  keen  weapon  between 
the  monster's  open  jaws,  he  ran  it  through 
his  mouth,  and  wounded  him  with  a  mortal 
wound.  Then  the  dragon  fell,  and  as  he 
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fell  the  earth  groaned  as  if  unable  to 
support  his  weight.  And  the  valiant  knight 
himself  trembled,  so  huge  and  hideous  did 
the  slain  dragon  look. 

Una,  who  had  seen  all  from  her  hill, 
dared  not  at  first  approach ;  but  at  length 
finding  that  the  huge  mass  made  no  move 
ment,  she  shook  off  her  terror,  and,  drawing 
near,  saw  that  the  terrible  monster  was 
indeed  dead.  Then  praising  God,  she 
thanked  her  brave  champion  for  the  great 
deliverance. 

The  sun  had  scarcely  risen  above  the 
eastern  horizon,  when  the  watchman  who 
stood  on  the  battlements  of  the  brazen 
tower,  saw  the  last  breath  of  the  monster 
fade  away,  and  knowing  then  that  the 
dragon  was  dead,  shouted  out  the  glad 
tidings. 

The  king  heard  the  shout,  and  rose  in 
joyful  haste,  although  for  his  feebleness  he 
could  not  make  much  speed,  and  looked 
forth  to  see  if  the  tidings  were  indeed 
true.  When  he  found  that  they  were,  he 
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commanded  the  brazen  gate,  long  closed, 
to  be  thrown  open,  and  peace  and  joy  to 
be  proclaimed  throughout  the  land — for 
the  dragon  was  slain  !  Then  the  trumpets 
sounded  the  happy  victory,  and  the  people, 
with  one  accord,  assembled  as  in  solemn 
festival,  to  rejoice  over  the  fall  of  the  great 
and  terrible  beast. 

From  the  tower  came  forth  the  king  and 
queen,  clad  in  worn  and  sober  garments. 
Grave  nobles  attended  them,  and  a  band  of 
young  men,  bearing  laurel  boughs,  followed 
in  glad  procession.  Headed  by  the  king 
these  made  their  way  to  the  Red-cross 
Knight,  and,  prostrating  themselves  before 
him,  loudly  proclaimed  him  their  lord  and 
patron,  casting  the  laurels  at  his  feet. 

As  they  did  so,  there  issued  from  the 
brazen  gate  maidens  adorned  with  garlands, 
bearing  sweet-sounding  timbrels,  and  danc 
ing  as  they  went ;  while  with  them  were 
children  who  sang  to  the  maidens'  music. 

This  second  procession  wended  its  way 
until  it  came  where  Una  stood,  and  there 


54  ^ale*  from 

they  stayed  and  sang  aloud  her  praises,  and 
set  a  green  garland  on  her  head,  crowning 
her  "  'twixt  earnest  and  'twixt  game." 

Last  of  all  came  the  mob,  hurrying  to  see 
the  dragon-slayer,  whom  they  looked  upon 
as  sent  from  heaven,  and  at  whom  they 
stared  with  gaping  wonder.  But  when  they 
arrived  where  lay  the  dead  dragon  they 
were  filled  with  fear.  Some,  indeed,  were 
so  terrified  that  they  fled  away  ;  others  pre 
tended  to  conceal  their  fear,  while  one  who 
wished  to  be  thought  wiser  than  all  the  rest, 
suggested  that  the  dragon  might  not  be 
really  dead.  At  this  another  immediately 
declared  that  he  could  see  fire  sparkle  in 
his  eye,  while  a  third  was  persuaded  he  had 
seen  the  monster  wink.  Others,  more  bold, 
stood  near  its  carcase,  in  order  to  measure 
how  many  acres  it  covered. 

Thus  the  people  flocked  about  the  dead 
dragon,  while  the  king  and  his  train  were 
entertaining  the  knight  with  gifts  of  ivory 
and  gold.  After  thanking  him  a  thousand 
times,  and  embracing  their  fair  daughter 
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Una,  the  king  and  queen  conducted  them 
to  the  palace,  while  the  people  strewed  the 
way  with  their  garments  and  shouted  aloud 
for  joy. 

Now  when  the  Red-cross  Knight  had 
rested  and  been  feasted,  the  king  and  queen 
called  upon  him  to  relate  the  story  of  his 
adventures.  Tears  ran  down  their  cheeks 
as  they  listened,  and  when  he  had  ended, 
the  king  again  welcomed  him  to  the  palace, 
and  spoke  of  his  resting  there  from  all  fur 
ther  toil. 

But  the  knight  declared  that  he  might 
not  rest  yet,  for  he  was  bound  by  vow  to 
Gloriana,  Queen  of  Faeryland,  to  return  and 
serve  her  for  the  space  of  six  years.  Then 
the  king  called  for  Una,  his  only  daughter 
and  sole  heir,  and  with  his  own  hands  be 
trothed  her  to  the  knight. 

Never  in  all  her  loveliness  had  Una  looked 
so  fair  as  when  her  father  called  her  forth. 
The  toil  of  the  journey  over,  she  had  put 
aside  her  sober  mournful  robe,  and  was 
arrayed  in  a  dress  of  pure  and  shining  white, 
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while  the  brightness  of  her  beautiful  coun 
tenance  astonished  even  her  own  true  lord. 
There  was  great  joy  among  both  old  and 
young  at  the  marriage,  and  a  solemn  feast 
was  ordered  throughout  the  land. 

The  Red-cross  Knight  held  himself  a 
thrice  happy  man,  and  ever  as  he  looked  on 
his  dear  lady  rejoiced  anew.  In  great  peace 
and  happiness  he  remained  with  Una  until 
his  conscience  and  his  vow  compelled  him 
to  return  for  a  time  to  the  court  of  Gloriana, 
leaving  her  in  her  dear  parent's  care. 

After  this  he  was  no  longer  known  as 
the  Red-cross  Knight,  but  as  St.  George, 
the  slayer  of  the  dragon — the  great  Saint 
George  whom  England  has  made  her  patron 
saint. 
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BRITOMART  AND  THE  MAGIC  MIRROR. 

Faerie  Queene.     Book  III.     Cantos  II.,  III. 


/^\NCE  upon  a  time  there  lived  in  Cam 
bria  a  king  whose  name  was  Ryence. 
Now  Ryence  was  a  good  king,  and  dealt 
justly  with  his  people,  and  on  this  account 
he  won  the  approval  of  Merlin,  the  great 
magician.  And  Merlin  gave  King  Ryence 
a  boon. 

This  boon  was  a  looking-glass,  so  won 
derfully  made,  and  possessed  of  such 
strange  properties,  that  its  fame  spread 
throughout  the  wide  world.  The  glass  was 
round,  shaped  like  a  ball,  and  hollow  in 
side.  He  who  looked  into  it,  saw  not  him 
self,  but  saw  there  portrayed  anything 
that  was  happening  in  any  part  of  the 
world  that  might  be  of  consequence  to 
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him.  If  a  foe  were  working  him  secret  ill, 
or  a  friend  feigning  false  kindness,  this 
glass  revealed  their  deeds.  Such,  then, 
was  the  boon  which  Merlin  had  given  to 
King  Ryence ;  and  from  it  the  king  could 
learn  the  approach  of  an  enemy  more 
surely  and  more  quickly  than  from  the 
swiftest  messenger. 

Now  the  King  of  Cambria  had  one  only 
child.  This  was  Britomart,  his  daughter 
and  his  heir.  She  was  a  noble  damsel, 
tall  and  stately,  with  rich  golden  hair, 
which,  when  loosened  from  its  silken  bands, 
fell  like  a  sunny  shower,  reaching  down  to 
her  feet  And  she  was  brave  as  she  was 
beautiful :  gentle  towards  the  weak,  and 
ready  to  help  those  in  trouble ;  one  who 
scorned  to  take  advantage  of  the  misfor 
tunes  of  others.  A  fit  daughter  of  a  great 
king,  from  whom  her  father  kept  no 
secrets. 

It  chanced  that  one  day,  as  Britomart 
was  wandering  over  the  palace,  she  found 
herself  in  the  small  apartment  where 
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Ryence  kept  the  mirror.  Forgetful  of  its 
strange  virtues,  the  princess  looked  into  it, 
and  was  surprised  that  she  did  not  see  a 
reflection  of  herself.  Then  she  remembered 
that  Merlin's  gift  was  no  ordinary  looking- 
glass,  and  as  she  recalled  its  properties, 
she  began  to  wonder  what  she  might  look 
for  there  that  was  of  importance  to  herself. 
Standing  lingering  by  the  mirror,  her 
thoughts  fell  on  love,  and  she  wondered — 
as  maidens  will — whom  fortune  would  allot 
for  her  husband. 

Now  Britomart  was  no  foolish  maiden, 
dwelling  ever  on  her  future,  and  in  it  for 
getting  the  duties  of  the  present ;  but  she 
was  a  rich  and  lovely  princess,  and  it  was 
only  natural  that  she  should  expect  to 
marry  some  day. 

By-and-bye,  as  she  gazed  into  the  mirror, 
there  appeared  before  her  the  image  of  a 
knight,  completely  armed.  His  counten 
ance  was  a  right  manly  one;  a  countenance 
to  awe  his  foes,  but  to  endear  him  to  his 
friends.  His  frame  was  large  and  strong, 
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its  natural  strength  increased  by  deeds  of 
chivalry  which  he  continually  practised. 
His  armour  was  massive,  and  seemed 
of  some  antique  mould,  as  indeed  it  was, 
for  in  golden  letters  there  was  written 
on  it  these  words — 

"ACHILLES'  ARMS  WHICH  ARTEGAL  DID  WIN." 

Artegal's  crest  was  a  hound  couchant, 
and  on  his  shield  he  bore  the  figure  of  a 
crowned  ermine  on  an  azure  field. 

As  Britomart  looked  on  the  image,  she 
liked  it,  and  having  looked  at  it  well,  she 
went  her  way,  and  little  thought  that 
Cupid,  the  false  archer,  had  shot  an  arrow 
into  her  heart.  After  a  time,  the  stately 
Britomart  began  to  droop.  She  no  longer 
moved  about  with  her  customary  princely 
bearing,  but  became  sad,  low-spirited,  and 
full  of  foolish  fears  ;  nor  could  she  discover 
the  cause  of  her  discomfiture.  At  night 
when  she  lay  down  to  sleep,  Glauce', 
the  old  nurse  who  still  attended  her, 
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wondered  at  her  wakefulness,  and  at  the 
tears  which  Britomart  tried  in  vain  to  con 
ceal.  And  when  sleep  visited  her  weary 
eyes,  it  was  only  for  a  few  minutes  at  a 
time,  and  she  started  in  her  sleep  as  if  some 
ghastly  dream  had  affrighted  her.  She 
did  not  know  that  she  loved,  but  her 
thoughts  ever  returned  to  the  fair  image 
she  had  seen. 

One  night  when  Britomart  seemed  more 
uneasy  than  usual,  Glauce'  determined  to 
inquire  into  the  cause  of  her  unrest.  With 
loving  words  she  besought  the  princess  to 
tell  her  how  it  was  that  her  former  cheer 
fulness  had  changed  into  this  sad  melan 
choly. 

"Ah  me,"  said  the  old  nurse,  "how  much 
I  fear  lest  love  it  be  ; "  and  added — 

"  But  be  it  worthy  of  thy  race  and  royal  seed, 
Then  I  avow  by  this  most  sacred  head 
Of  my  dear  foster-child  to  ease  thy  grief 
And  win  thy  will" 

The  nurse  was  a  powerful  personage  in 


62  ^3EaIe0  frxrm 

the  king's  household,  and  praying  Brito- 
mart  to  put  away  this  melancholy  humour, 
she  promised  that  neither  death  nor 
danger  should  prevent  her  from  reliev 
ing  her  sorrow.  Then  she  took  her 
dear  foster-child  in  her  arms  and  fond 
led  her  tenderly,  and  chafed  her  cold 
limbs,  and  kissed  and  bathed  her  fair 
eyes,  praying  her  all  the  time  to  take 
courage  and  disclose  the  secret  trouble  of 
her  heart. 

Britomart  did  not  answer  at  once ;  but 
at  length  she  spoke,  and  begged  Glauce*  to 
inquire  no  further,  since  there  was  no 
remedy  for  her  distress. 

"Dear  daughter/'  said  the  nurse,  "despair 
not;  there  never  yet  was  a  wound  which 
something  could  not  soothe." 

"  But  mine,"  said  Britomart,  "  is  like  no 
other ;  for  it,  reason  can  find  no  remedy." 

"Nevertheless,"  replied  Glauc^  "love 
can  mount  higher  than  reason,  and  has  oft 
done  wondrous  things." 

"But,"   urged    the    poor   princess,   "not 
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even  love  can  do  that  which  is  not  possible 
to  be  done." 

"  Things  often  seem  impossible,"  said 
Glauce\  "  before  they  are  attempted." 

Then  Britomart  broke  out  bitterly — 
"  These  idle  words,"  she  said,  "  do  me  no 
good  ;  mine  is  no  common  grief,  but,  since 
you  will  know  it,  I  shall  no  longer  conceal 
my  crime,  if  crime  it  be.  Neither  for 
prince  nor  peer  is  my  heart  pained,  but  only 
for  the  image  and  semblance  of  a  knight, 
aye,  and  the  semblance  of  one  I  have  not 
even  seen." 

So  saying,  she  related  to  Glauce"  the 
adventure  of  the  magic  mirror,  and  added 
that  the  image  haunted  her  so  that  she 
almost  longed  for  death  itself. 

"  Daughter,"  replied  Glauce*,  "  why  be  so 
dismayed  ?  Thy  love  hath  a  strange  be 
ginning,  but  there  is  nothing  to  be  ashamed 
of  in  it,  joy  therefore  have  thou,  and 
eternal  bliss ; "  and  stooping  over  the 
maiden  she  kissed  her  tenderly. 

"Ah!    nurse,"  said  the  Princess,  "what 
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you  say  comforts  me  but  little  ;  for  what 
good  is  it  although  my  love  be  worthy  if  it 
be  fixed  on  nothing  more  than  a  shadow?" 

"  Nay,"  said  Glauce*,  "  there  never  was  a 
shadow  that  had  not  a  substance,  and  one 
which  could  not  by  some  means  be  dis 
covered.  Still,  if  thou  can'st  conquer 
this  evil  before  it  grows  more  powerful, 
yield  thee  not,  but  if  it  prove  too  great  for 
thee,  I  promise  that  the  beloved  knight 
shall  be  found." 

Cheered  by  her  words,  Britomart  laid 
herself  down  to  sleep.  Glaucd  covered  hef 
with  tender  care,  and  by-and-bye  the  dam 
sel  slept.  Well  pleased,  the  nurse  darkened 
the  light  of  the  rude  oil  lamp  and  sat  down 
to  watch  her  charge,  and  as  she  watched, 
tears  fell  from  her  aged  eyes.  When  morn 
ing  dawned  Glauce"  roused  Britomart,  and 
together  they  went  to  the  church  to  pray. 
But  even  there  Britomart  could  not  com 
mand  her  thoughts — nor  for  that  matter 
could  Glauce^ — and  as  soon  as  they  re 
turned  home  the  old  melancholy  came  back 
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upon  the  Princess.  When  Glauce"  perceived 
this  she  called  Britomart  into  her  own 
bower,  and  there  tried  the  effect  of  spells 
much  resorted  to  in  those  old  fairy  days.  But 
the  spells  were  of  no  avail,  and  Britomart 
grew  worse,  and  became  so  thin  and  pale 
that  daiice*  was  well  nigh  in  despair.  At 
length  it  occurred  to  her  that  it  might  be 
wise  to  consult  Merlin,  the  great  magician. 
She  therefore  disguised  herself  and  the 
Princess,  and  set  out 

Now  Merlin  dwelt  in  a  dark  cave  which 
ran  low  underneath  the  ground.  It  was 
entered  from  a  rock  which  lay  a  little  way 
from  a  fierce  brawling  stream  that  flowed 
amongst  densely-wooded  hills.  It  was  a 
dismal  spot,  and  when  the  travellers 
reached  it  they  paused  and  feared  to  enter, 
and  half  repented  their  coming.  But 
Britomart,  whose  nature  was  full  of  spirit, 
recovered  courage,  and  entered,  followed 
by  her  nurse. 

They  found  the  magician  busied  in  his 
mysteries,  writing  strange  characters  on 
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the  ground.  Their  entrance  did  not  sur 
prise  him,  for  by  his  art  he  knew  before 
hand  of  their  coming,  and  knew  also  the 
nature  of  their  business ;  but  feigning 
ignorance,  he  bade  them  tell  their  errand. 

Then  Glaucd  spoke,  humbly  praying  him 
not  to  be  offended  by  their  coming  since 
no  light  cause  had  brought  them  there. 
She  paused,  but  he  bade  her  go  on.  Then 
she  related  how  for  the  last  three  months 
the  maiden  before  him  had  been  afflicted 
by  a  sore  evil,  but  what  it  was  she  scarce 
could  tell ;  of  one  thing  only  was  she 
certain,  that  unless  a  remedy  were  found 
her  nursling  must  die. 

On  hearing  this  Merlin  began  to  smile, 
and  knowing  that  she  had  not  yet  told 
him  the  whole  truth,  said  quietly,  "  If  this 
be  all,  the  damsel  hath  need  of  a  physician 
rather  than  of  me,"  and  added  these  words, 

"  Who  help  may  have  elsewhere 
In  vain  seeks  wonders  out  of  magic  spell." 

This  speech  rather  disconcerted  Glauce, 
who  wished  to  secure  his  help  without  con- 
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fessing  who  they  were  or  referring  to  the 
magic  mirror,  which  would  at  once  reveal 
the  maiden's  parentage.  "Ah,"  she  ex 
claimed,  "  if  physicians'  skill  or  any  learned 
means  could  have  relieved  my  dear 
daughter,  truly  I  should  be  loath  to  disturb 
thee  ;  but  this  evil  has  arisen  from  a  source 
beyond  nature." 

Thereupon  the  wizard  laughed  outright. 

"  GlauceY'  he  said,  "why  try  to  cloak  what 
is  self-betrayed  ?  And  thou,  fair  Brito- 
mart,"  he  continued,  turning  towards  the 
Princess,  "  art  no  more  hidden  by  thy 
disguise  than  is  the  sun  when  a  passing 
cloud  conceals  him.  Thy  good  fortune 
hath  brought  thee  hither  to  ask  my  help, 
and  it  shall  be  granted  thee." 

On  finding  herself  thus  addressed,  Brito- 
mart  blushed  deeply,  but  old  Glauce*  took 
heart  and  replied,  "  Since  then  thou 
knowest  our  grief,  pity  it,  I  pray  thee,  and 
relieve  us." 

Whereupon  Merlin  sat  silent  for  a  time, 
and  then  spoke  thus. 
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"  Be  not  thou  dismayed,  most  noble  vir 
gin,  by  the  sharp  pangs  which  have  so  sore 
oppressed  thine  heart,  for  so  must  all  ex 
cellent  things  begin.  Nor  was  it  idle 
chance  that  led  thee  to  look  into  the 
charmed  mirror  ;  thine  eyes  were  guided 
by  eternal  providence  in  order  that 
heaven's  destiny  be  fulfilled.  Thine  is  no 
evil  fate,  thus  to  love  the  noblest  among 
knights.  Therefore  submit  thyself  to 
Heaven,  and  take  all  due  means  to  fulfil 
thy  destiny." 

"But,"  said  Glauce",  "advise  us,  thou 
great  magician,  what  means  to  take.  How 
shall  she  find  this  knight,  or  indeed  why 
need  she  do  aught  since  the  fates  can  of 
themselves  fulfil  their  own  purpose." 

"  Nay,"  replied  Merlin,  "  true  is  it  that 
naught  can  shake  the  heavenly  destiny, 
nevertheless  men  must  use  their  own  en 
deavour  to  work  it  out.  Know  then  that 
he  whom  Britomart  loves,  and  is  to  marry, 
is  the  knight  Artegal.  He  dwells  in  the 
Faeryland,  and  yet  he  is  neither  born  of  a 
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fairy  nor  in  any  way  related  to  one,  but 
was  by  them  stolen  from  his  cradle,  and  to 
this  day  he  is  ignorant  that  he  belongs  not 
to  their  race.  But  he  is  in  truth  a  son  of 
Gorlois,  and  a  brother  of  Cador,  the  great 
Cornish  king,  whose  deeds  are  renowned 
from  east  to  west.  And  to  thee,  Britomart, 
is  it  given  to  bring  Artegal  back  to  his 
native  soil.  He  shall  return  to  help  his 
country  to  withstand  the  foreign  invasion 
which  now  threatens  thy  father's  territory. 
His  great  strength  and  his  dreaded  name 
shall  render  great  assistance  against  the 
foe ;  and  thy  prowess  shall  be  added  unto 
his,  and  together  ye  shall  wear  arms  and 
bear  great  command." 

Then  the  magician  saw  before  him  a 
vision  of  the  future.  In  his  vision  he  be 
held  wars  and  desolation,  a  ruined  church, 
and  a  king  made  captive.  Overcome  by 
the  sorrows  which  lay  before  his  people, 
the  aged  wizard  passed  into  an  ecstasy 
which  much  alarmed  the  two  women,  who 
stood  silent  and  confused.  Presently  it 
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passed  away,  the  natural  colour  returned 
to  his  face,  and  the  expression  of  horror 
gave  way  to  one  of  calm  cheerfulness.  He 
then  instructed  Britomart  and  her  nurse  as 
to  what  they  should  do,  and  they,  with 
lightened  hearts,  bade  him  farewell  and 
returned  home.  There  they  held  secret 
counsel  how  best  to  carry  out  their  difficult 
enterprise,  proposing  now  one,  and  now  a 
different  plan.  At  length  Glauce'  hit  upon 
a  bold  device. 

"  Daughter,"  she  said,  «  I  think  that  plan 
is  ever  the  wisest  that  takes  into  considera 
tion  present  advantages.  Good  King  Uther 
is  now  making  war  upon  the  Saracens,  and 
all  Britain  is  in  arms.  Let  us  too  wear  arms 
and  learn  to  use  the  shield  and  spear  ;  so 
shall  we  pass  unrecognized  where  we  will 
throughout  the  land.  Thou  art  tall  and 
large  of  limb,  and  armour  will  befit  thee 
well,  and  practice  will  soon  bring  thee  the 
needful  skill  in  handling  weapons.  Truly," 
continued  Glauce',  waxing  eager  in  praise 
of  her  plan,  "it  ought  to  inflame  thy 
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courage  to  remember  how  many  women  of 
thy  house — a  house  inferior  to  none — have 
done  deeds  to  rival  those  of  the  bravest 
men.  Remember  bold  Bundeca,  brave 
Gwendolin,  Martia,  and  Emmeline ;  and 
more  than  these,  let  the  example  of  the 
Saxon  Virgin  incite  thy  courage." 

"Ah,"  said  Britomart,  "what  is  her 
name  ? " 

"  Men  call  her  fair  Angela,"  replied  the 
nurse,  "  for  she  is  as  fair  as  she  is  courageous 
in  battle  :  she  is  more  dreaded  than  all  the 
Saxons  by  her  foes,  and  so  beloved  by 
her  people  that  they  call  themselves  by 
her  name.  Therefore,  fair  child,  take  her 
example  for  thine,  and  equal  her  in 
courage." 

These  hearty  words  of  Glauce*  sank  deep 
into  Britomart's  heart,  and  inspired  in  her 
a  great  desire  to  excel  in  arms.  She  there 
fore  resolved  to  undertake  the  perils  of 
knighthood,  and  consulted  with  her  nurse 
how  to  attire  herself  in  suitable  array. 

Now  it  chanced  that  only  a  few  days 
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previously  a  band  of  Cambrians  who  had 
gone  out  against  the  Saxons  had  returned 
with  much  prey,  and  among  other  booty 
had  carried  back  a  complete  suit  of  the 
armour  worn  by  Angela,  the  Saxon  Queen. 
It  was  a  rich  and  beautiful  suit,  and  fretted 
over  with  gold.  This  suit  along  with  other 
spoils  of  war  King  Ryence  had  caused  to 
be  hung  up  in  his  chief  church  as  a  lasting 
monument  of  his  success  and  victory. 

In  the  same  church  was  a  famous  and 
mighty  spear.  It  had  been  fashioned  in 
olden  days  by  magic  lore,  and  was  pre 
served  on  account  of  its  magic  powers. 
No  matter  how  well  or  firmly  a  warrior  sat 
his  charger,  this  spear  bore  him  to  the 
ground. 

Glauce*  remembered  these  things,  and 
late  in  the  evening  she  led  Britomart  to 
the  church,  and  taking  down  Angela's 
armour  from  its  place  on  the  wall,  arrayed 
her  fair  nursling  therein.  She  took  also 
the  spear,  and  with  it  a  shield,  and  gave 
them  to  Britomart. 
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When  she  had  thus  completed  the 
Princess'  attire,  she  took  another  suit  of 
armour  and  put  it  on  herself,  that  she 
might  attend  Britomart  and  act  as  her 
squire.  And  now,  both  being  fully 
equipped,  they  mounted  the  horses  which 
Glauce*  had  caused  to  be  ready,  and  under 
cover  of  the  darkness  escaped  from  the 
palace,  nor  did  they  rest  until  they  reached 
the  Faeryland  to  which  Merlin,  the  great 
magician,  had  directed  them. 
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BRITOMART  AND  AMORET. 

Faerie  Queene.     Book  III.     Cantos  XI.,  XII. 

A  FTER  Britomart  and  Glauce*  left  the 
palace  of  King  Ryence,  many  adven 
tures  befel  them.  In  all  her  adventures 
Britomart's  magic  sword  and  matchless 
prowess  gained  for  her  great  renown,  and 
she  was  spoken  of  far  and  wide  as  the 
Knight  of  the  Heben  Spear,  while  old 
Glauce',  her  nurse,  was  believed  to  be  her 
squire.  They  encountered  many  a  famous 
knight,  but  they  had  not  yet  found  him 
whom  they  sought. 

One  day,  as  they  were  continuing  in 
their  search,  they  came  suddenly  upon  a 
stranger  knight,  who  lay  with  his  face  on 
the  ground,  his  armour  scattered  near 
him,  and  who  seemed  either  asleep  or  in 
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great  distress.  Lest  he  should  be  sleeping, 
Britomart  did  not  speak,  but  stood  waiting 
patiently.  Presently  the  knight  groaned 
as  if  his  very  heart  were  breaking,  and 
then  burst  forth  into  a  piteous  wail  over 
the  loss  of  Amoret,  his  wife. 

Unconscious  that  he  was  heard,  the 
knight  cried  out  against  the  cruelty  of  the 
wicked  enchanter  who  had  taken  her 
prisoner,  and  kept  her  for  the  last  seven 
months  cruelly  tormented,  and  shut  out 
from  the  light  of  day,  in  a  stronghold 
guarded  by  thick  smoke  and  magic  fires. 
Then  followed  such  an  outburst  of  grief 
that  Britomart  thought  his  very  life  in 
danger,  and  no  longer  able  to  forbear, 
stooped  down  and  spoke  to  him. 

At  the  sound  of  her  voice,  the  knight 
raised  himself,  and  looked  up,  but  seeing  a 
stranger,  he  hastily  flung  himself  down, 
angry  at  being  disturbed.  Britomart,  how 
ever,  was  not  to  be  easily  daunted,  and 
again  spoke. 

"Ah!     gentle    knight,"    she  exclaimed, 
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"  whose  grief  seems  well-nigh  past  bearing, 
scorn  not  the  relief  which  Providence 
may  send  you.  To  my  hand  it  may  be 
given  to  relieve  your  woe,  and  wreak 
vengeance  on  your  enemy." 

Her  brave  words  so  touched  the  knight's 
heart  that  he  poured  out  the  whole 
bitterness  of  his  woe,  telling  her  how  hard 
it  was  to  reach  Amoret,  since  the  tyrant 
had  her  in  strong  enchantment,  and  had 
guarded  her  dungeon  with  dreadful  fiends. 

Britomart  was  greatly  moved  by  his 
sad  tale,  and  again  offered  her  aid.  "  Sir 
Knight,"  she  said,  "  if  you  will  listen  to  me, 
I  will  either  deliver  her  to  you  from  thence 
or  die  with  her." 

At  first  the  knight,  whose  name  was 
Scudamour,  would  not  accept  so  great  a 
boon,  but  Britomart  at  length  succeeded 
in  persuading  him  to  arise  and  accompany 
her  to  the  scene  of  Amoret's  captivity. 

Arrived  at  the  tyrant's  stronghold,  they 
dismounted,  and  went  boldly  to  its  en 
trance.  There  they  found  neither  gate  nor 
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porter,  but  a  porch  from  which  issued 
flames  of  fire,  mingled  with  smoke  and 
sulphurous  stench.  At  this  Britomart  was 
greatly  dismayed,  and  turning  to  Scuda- 
mour,  consulted  with  him  how  best  to 
overcome  this  dreadful  obstacle,  "for," 
said  she,  "to  run  into  danger  without 
care  and  thought  is  worthy  only  of  the 
beasts." 

"Alas!"  said  Scudamour,  "this  is  the 
worst  cause  of  my  distress,  for  the  fire  can 
not  be  quenched  by  any  wit  or  skill ;  what 
then  is  there  left  to  me  but  ceaseless  sor 
rowing.  Leave  me  to  my  grief,  let  Amoret 
dwell  in  chains,  and  Scudamour  die  of 
misery." 

"Nay,"  replied  the  noble  maid,  "to 
abandon  a  brave  deed  for  the  mere  show 
of  danger  were  a  shameful  thing ;  better 
run  all  risks  than  turn  aside  for  fear." 

Thereupon,  resolved  to  trust  her 
weapons  to  the  utmost,  Britomart  threw 
her  great  shield  before  her  face,  and 
pointing  her  magic  sword  straight  in  front, 
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moved  onward  ;  when  lo  !  the  dread  flames 
parted  on  either  side  of  her,  and  she  passed 
through  scatheless. 

When  Scudamour  saw  that  she  had 
passed  beyond  the  fire  and  was  uninjured, 
he,  too,  tried  to  force  a  way.  But  he  was 
full  of  proud  passions,  and  commanded  the 
flames  to  yield  to  him,  and  being  foolish 
enough  to  threaten  them,  increased  their 
mighty  rage  so  that  with  imperious  sway 
they  sent  him  back  scorched  and  burned. 
Impatience  and  disappointment  raged  in 
his  bosom,  and  in  a  very  madness  of 
misery  he  again  flung  himself  on  the  ground 
and  beat  his  head  and  breast,  and  would 
take  neither  hope  nor  comfort. 

Meantime  Britomart  pursued  her  way, 
and  going  through  the  first  door,  entered 
an  outer  chamber.  It  was  full  of  precious 
stores,  and  was  hung  round  with  rich  arras, 
into  which  was  woven  many  a  fair  scene, 
portraying  the  feats  of  Cupid,  the  blind  god. 
At  the  upper  end  of  the  chamber  stood  an 
altar,  built  of  gems  of  great  beauty,  and 
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on  the  altar  was  an  image  of  massive  gold 
with  wings  of  divers  colours,  more  varied 
and  brilliant  than  the  hues  of  the  rainbow. 
This  image  represented  Cupid  with  the  fatal 
bow  and  arrows  in  his  hand,  and  at  his  feet 
a  wounded  dragon.  Underneath  were 
written  these  words — "  Unto  the  victor  of 
the  gods  this  be,"  and  all  the  people  that 
dwelt  in  the  great  castle  paid  it  homage. 

Britomart  stood  still  for  a  while,  gazing 
at  the  golden  image,  fascinated  by  its 
brightness ;  but  at  length  she  turned  to 
look  back  and  take  in  the  other  wonders  of 
the  chamber.  Then,  for  the  first  time,  she 
noticed  the  words  "  Be  bold  "  written  over 
a  doorway.  She  puzzled  over  their  mean 
ing  for  some  time,  and  could  not  find  it,  but 
no  way  dismayed  by  the  apparent  warn 
ing,  she  followed  their  advice,  and  advanced 
from  the  first  to  a  second  chamber. 

This  chamber  was  still  richer  than  the 
other.  Its  walls  were  overlaid  with  gold 
wrought  with  figures  of  antique  story,  and 
all  about  were  the  spoils  and  arms  and 
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trophies  of  mighty  conquerors,  who  had 
been  taken  captive  by  the  cruel  Cupid. 

For  a  long  time  Britomart  gazed  around 
her,  and  the  more  she  looked  the  more  she 
wondered,  both  at  the  richness  of  the  room 
and  at  the  wasteful  emptiness  and  solemn 
silence  that  pervaded  the  place.  As  she 
continued  her  survey,  she  saw  over  the  door 
through  which  she  had  just  passed  the  same 
words,  three  times  written,  "Be  bold." 
While  trying  to  make  out  their  import, 
her  eye  chanced  to  light  upon  an  iron 
door  at  the  other  end  of  the  room,  on 
which  was  written,  "Be  not  too  bold." 
This  puzzled  her  still  more  ;  but  no  living 
creature  appeared  from  whom  she  could 
ask  an  explanation.  And  now  the  shadows 
lengthened,  and  darkness  fell,  yet  Brito 
mart  would  not  sleep,  but  sat  in  watchful 
ness,  her  armour  on,  and  her  weapons  all 
about  her. 

When  night  had  quite  set  in,  she  was 
startled  by  the  shrill  sound  of  a  trumpet. 
After  the  trumpet  blast,  there  arose  a 
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hideous  storm  of  wind,  with  thunder,  light 
ning,  and  an  earthquake,  followed  by  a 
horrible  stench  of  sulphur  and  smoke,  which 
lasted  from  four  in  the  morning  until  six — 
yet  Britomart  remained  steadfast  in  her 
watch.  Then  suddenly  arose  a  whirlwind 
throwing  open  the  heavy  iron  door,  and 
from  an  inner  room  there  entered  a  grave 
personage  bearing  a  branch  of  laurel, 
and  clad  as  if  for  the  tragic  stage.  Before 
Britomart  had  time  to  recover  from  the 
surprise  of  this  apparition,  a  band  of  min 
strels,  followed  by  a  troop  of  masquers, 
issued  also  from  the  chamber.  Sweet  music 
and  strange  and  gay  figures  now  filled 
the  hitherto  empty  room.  There  were 
*  Fancy  and  Desire,  dressed  in  silk  and 
embroidery ;  Doubt  and  Danger  in  more 
sober  garb ;  Fear,  armed  from  head  to  foot ; 
Hope,  with  golden  locks  and  samite  robes; 
Suspicion  and  Deceit,  Grief  and  Fury, 
Pleasure  and  Displeasure — six  couples  in 
all.  Behind  these  came  a  fair  lady,  led  by 
Cruelty  and  Despight,  who  goaded  and 
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tormented  her  as  she  walked.  After  these 
rode  the  winged  god,  mounted  on  a  lion, 
and  closely  followed  by  Reproach,  Shame, 
and  Repentance,  while  a  confused  rabble 
brought  up  the  rear. 

The  procession  marched  three  times 
round  the  chamber,  and  disappeared  into 
the  inner  room.  As  soon  as  it  had  passed 
through,  the  iron  door  was  violently  closed 
by  the  same  whirlwind  which  had  opened 
it.  Then  Britomart  came  forth  from  the 
shady  corner  in  which  she  had  stood  un 
noticed,  and  tried  to  follow  ;  but  she  could 
by  no  means  pass  the  door,  and  was 
obliged  to  wait  patiently  for  any  oppor 
tunity  that  might  arise. 

All  day  the  maiden  waited,  and  when  the 
next  night  came  with  its  garment  of  dark 
ness  her  hopes  rose,  and  not  in  vain.  About 
the  second  watch,  the  door  flew  open,  and 
afraid  neither  of  masques  nor  enchantments, 
Britomart  walked  boldly  in.  As  soon  as 
she  entered,  she  looked  round  for  those 
persons  whom  she  had  seen  the  previous 
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night.  But  of  all  the  motley  crew  only  one 
was  visible,  and  this  was  the  fair  lady  who 
had  been  led  by  the  cruel  villains,  and  who 
indeed  was  Amoret.  Her  hands  were  fast 
bound,  and  round  her  waist  was  an  iron 
band  that  fastened  her  to  a  brass  pillar. 
Before  her  was  the  wicked  enchanter,  draw 
ing  strange  characters  with  Amoret's  own 
heart's  blood,  which  he  drew  from  her  by 
means  of  a  cruel  transfixed  dart.  By  such 
strange  spells,  he  sought  to  charm  her 
into  loving  him.  But  he  had  already  tried 
a  thousand  charms,  and  had  utterly 
failed  to  touch  her  love  and  loyalty  to 
Scudamour,  and  indeed  she  was  little  likely 
to  love  one  who  wrought  such  cruel  im 
prisonment 

The  moment  the  enchanter  saw  Brito- 
mart  in  her  knightly  attire,  he  cast  away 
his  books  of  wicked  magic,  and  drawing  a 
murderous  knife  from  his  pocket  ran  fiercely 
at  poor  Amoret,  whom  for  very  spite  he 
was  ready  to  kill  rather  than  see  her  escape. 
Britomart  leapt  forward,  seized  his  arm,  and 
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stayed  his  murderous  intent.  In  a  moment 
the  enchanter's  rage  turned  upon  her,  and 
his  sword  inflicted  a  wound  upon  her 
snowy  throat. 

Then  Britomart  drew  forth  her  deadly 
spear,  and  struck  him  so  dire  a  blow,  that 
he  fell  on  the  ground  half  dead.  Another 
stroke  must  have  killed  him,  and  she  was 
on  the  point  of  dealing  it  when  Amoret 
made  sign  to  her  to  hold  her  hand,  telling 
Britomart  that  only  he  who  had  enchained 
could  set  her  free. 

Hearing  this  the  noble  maiden  paused, 
and  very  unwilling  to  spare  her  wicked 
captive,  addressed  him  thus,  "  Thou 
wretched  man,  for  whom  no  punishment 
can  be  too  severe,  be  sure  that  nothing 
shall  save  thee  from  death,  unless  thou 
immediately  restore  this  lady  to  health 
and  freedom." 

Glad  to  secure  his  life  on  any  terms, 
the  enchanter  at  once  yielded,  and  rising 
up,  began  to  look  over  the  leaves  of  his 
accursed  books,  that  he  might  learn  how 
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to  reverse  the  charms  he  had  wrought. 
Britomart  stood  over  him  with  her  sword 
drawn,  and  so  dreadful  were  the  things 
he  read,  that  her  hair  stood  on  end  with 
horror.  By  and  bye  she  perceived  that  the 
house  shook  and  the  door  rattled,  but  not 
for  a  moment  did  she  slacken  the  grasp  of 
her  weapon.  With  steadfast  eye  and  stout 
courage  she  waited  to  see  what  these 
strange  omens  meant.  At  length  she  saw 
the  chain  that  wound  round  the  waist  of 
Amoret  fall  slowly  to  the  ground,  and  the 
brazen  pillar  to  which  she  was  bound 
break  in  pieces.  The  dart  that  pierced 
her  bosom  fell  out  as  of  its  own  accord. 
The  wound  it  had  made  closed  up  as 
though  it  had  never  existed,  and  all  the 
hurts  and  bruises  caused  by  her  long  im 
prisonment  were  forthwith  healed. 

When  the  fair  dame  found  herself  free, 
she  fell  on  the  ground  before  Britomart, 
thanking  her  out  of  the  fulness  of  her 
heart,  and  begging  to  be  permitted  to 
render  her  deliverer  some  service  or  reward. 
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Britomart  raised  her,  and  replied  cour 
teously  that  her  labour  received  more  than 
sufficient  reward  in  seeing  Amoret  thus 
free  and  safe. 

She  then  besought  the  lady  to  take 
comfort,  and  putting  away  the  remem 
brance  of  her  past  cruel  sufferings,  think 
rather  of  what  Scudamour,  her  loving 
husband,  had  lately  endured  on  her  account. 
It  cheered  and  comforted  Amoret  to  hear 
Scudamour,  whom  of  all  living  wights  she 
loved  best,  thus  spoken  of  by  her  deliverer. 

But  Britomart's  work  was  not  yet  done. 
She  turned  to  Busy  ran,  the  wicked  enchanter, 
bound  him  firmly  by  the  chain  which  had 
held  Amoret  captive,  and  thus  secured,  led 
him  forth  from  his  own  stronghold. 

Then  Britomart  was  amazed  to  find  that 
the  rooms  which  had  so  lately  astonished 
her  by  their  beauty  and  richness  had  com 
pletely  vanished.  Still  more  surprised  was 
she  to  find  the  flames  which  had  guarded 
the  porch  quenched,  and  the  porch  itself 
gone. 
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But  now  a  sore  disappointment  befel 
both  Britomart  and  the  lady  Amoret,  for 
when  they  reached  the  spot  where  Scuda- 
mour  had  been  left,  neither  he  nor  old 
Glauc^,  the  squire,  were  anywhere  to  be 
seen.  Britomart's  brave  heart  was  sorely 
astonished,  and  poor  Amoret,  in  whom 
hope  had  sprung  up,  was  filled  with 
alarm  and  misgiving  lest  she  had  been 
betrayed. 

Scudamour's  faint-heartedness  was  the 
cause  of  their  grief  and  disappointment. 

For  a  time  after  the  warlike  maiden's 
disappearance  within  the  castle,  he  lay 
eagerly  expecting  her  return.  But  she  did 
not  come  back  all  that  day,  and  Scuda- 
mour,  who  was  not  a  very  great  and  there 
fore  not  a  very  patient  knight,  gave  way 
to  despair,  and  made  up  his  mind  that 
Britomart  had  been  consumed  by  the 
flames.  He  took  counsel  with  old  Glauce*, 
and  together  they  resolved  to  leave 
their  post,  and  go  in  search  of  further 
help ;  thus  it  was  that  Britomart  and 
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Amoret    came    forth    to   find   themselves 
deserted. 

And  so  Scudamour  and  Glauc^  and 
Britomart  and  Amoret  sought  each  other 
for  many  a  long  day  in  vain  ;  how  they 
met  at  last  another  tale  must  tell 
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BRAGGADOCIUO. 

Faerie  Queene.  Book  II.,  Canto  III.  ;  Book  III., 
Canto  VIII. ;  Book  IV.,  Cantos  IV.,  V. ;  Book  V., 
Canto  III. 

A  MONG  the  good  and  brave  knights 
who  fought  in  Faeryland  was  a  false 
one  named  Braggadochio. 

Wandering  aimlessly  about  the  forests, 
this  man  had  one  day  come  upon  a  noble 
horse,  fully  caparisoned,  and  a  spear  lying 
by  its  side.  Here  was  his  chance !  He 
made  no  endeavour  to  find  the  owner  of 
the  steed,  but  straightway  appropriated 
both  horse  and  spear. 

Finding  himself  thus  armed  and  mounted, 
his  ambition  rose  ;  he  determined  to  call 
himself  a  knight,  and  to  set  out  for  the 
famous  court  of  Gloriana. 

He  had  not  gone  far  when  he  saw  a  man 
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sitting  idly  on  a  sunny  bank.  At  this 
Braggadochio  puffed  himself  out  in  order  to 
look  grand,  pricked  on  his  horse,  and  ran  at 
the  man  full  tilt.  In  terror  the  man  fell 
flat  upon  the  ground,  and  lifting  up  his 
hands,  cried  out  piteously  for  mercy.  There 
upon  Braggadochio  thought  himself  a  great 
warrior,  and  thundered  at  his  victim  in  a 
loud  voice,  calling  him  all  sorts  of  names, 
and  commanding  him  to  yield  or  die,  add 
ing  that  he  might  think  himself  happy  to  be 
permitted  a  choice. 

The  man  cried  out  that  he  yielded.  Then 
Braggadochio  told  him,  that  if  he  would 
prostrate  himself  on  the  earth  and  kiss  his 
stirrups  he  would  accept  him  as  his  thrall. 
Immediately  the  coward  cringed  at  his  feet, 
and  did  him  homage  as  his  liege  lord. 

By-and-bye  this  craven  thrall  became 
emboldened,  for  he  found  out  Braggado- 
chio's  character,  and  being  full  of  cunning, 
resolved  to  keep  in  his  master's  favour  by 
humouring  his  vanity. 

So  they  went  forth.     Braggadochio  the 
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knight,  and  Trompart  the  squire,  a  fitting 
pair. 

Very  soon  after  they  had  cast  in  their 
fortunes  together,  they  met  Archimago,  the 
great  and  cruel  wizard.  Now  Archimago 
had  a  secret  grudge  against  certain  knights, 
and  was  in  search  of  some  one  to  avenge 
his  fancied  wrong.  Delighted  to  see  so 
imposing  a  personage  as  Braggadochio, 
he  inquired  of  Trompart  what  mighty  man 
this  was  that  rode  on  a  golden  saddle, 
yet  carried  no  weapon  save  a  single  spear. 
Trompart  replied  that  his  lord  was  a  great 
adventurer,  who  had  lost  his  sword  in  a 
hard  fight,  and  had  sworn  never  to  wear 
another  until  he  had  avenged  himself  of 
his  loss.  His  master's  spear,  he  alleged, 
was  weapon  enough  to  make  a  thousand 
combatants  quake. 

Archimago  was  much  delighted,  and  he 
bowed  low  to  Braggadochio,  and  told  the 
story  of  his  wrongs. 

When  Braggadochio  heard  it,  he  pre 
tended  to  be  very  angry,  and  threatened 
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the  offending  knights  with  instant  death  if 
Archimago  would  only  tell  him  where  to 
find  them.  This  the  enchanter  at  once  did  ; 
but  he  warned  Braggadochio  that  his 
enemies  were  two  of  the  mightiest  knights 
that  lived,  and  begged  him  to  arm  himself 
with  a  sword  as  well  as  his  spear. 

But  Braggadochio  scorned  his  advice, 
laughed  at  the  notion  of  measuring  his 
might  by  the  arms  he  bore,  and  taunted 
the  enchanter  with  the  weakness  of  old 
age,  declaring  that  Archimago  little  knew 
what  his  right  arm  had  done.  At  this  the 
old  man  grew  ashamed  of  his  mistrust,  yet 
could  not  dismiss  it  from  his  mind. 

As  he  hesitated  whether  to  speak  again 
Braggadochio  broke  out  into  a  loud 
boast,  declaring  that  he  had  once  slain 
seven  knights  with  a  single  blade,  and  had 
then  sworn  never  again  to  wear  a  sword 
unless  it  were  that  belonging  to  the  noblest 
knight  alive. 

By  this  grand  speech  he  thought  to 
get  rid  of  Archimago  and  his  trouble- 
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some  request  But  not  so,  for  the  en 
chanter  at  once  promised  to  bring  him 
by  next  day  the  flaming  sword  of  Prince 
Arthur,  "  noblest  knight  alive  " ;  and  as  he 
spoke  he  vanished,  leaving  no  trace  behind. 

And  now  the  boaster  began  to  fear,  and 
to  wonder  who  this  strange  man  might  be. 
His  wonder  soon  changed  to  panic,  and  the 
bold  champions,  Trompart  and  Braggado- 
chio,  fled  from  the  spot  as  if  the  very 
ground  Archimago  had  trod  would  rise 
and  pursue  them. 

They  did  not  once  look  back  until  they 
reached  a  green  forest,  and  there  they  con 
cealed  themselves.  But  their  terror  was  by 
no  means  gone  :  every  leaf  that  moved, 
every  sound  the  wind  made  caused  their 
valiant  hearts  to  quake,  while  all  the  time 
they  feigned  that  they  were  only  pre 
tending  fear. 

At  length  a  shrill  horn  echoed  through 
the  wood,  and  some  one  was  heard  moving 
quickly  in  the  thicket.  This  new  cause  of 
fright  so  overcame  Braggadochio  that  he 
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tumbled  hastily  from  his  horse  and  crept 
into  a  bush.  Trompart  waited  to  see  what 
would  happen.  Presently  there  issued 
from  the  brushwood  a  lady  in  hunting 
dress.  She  was  very  beautiful :  her  habit 
was  adorned  with  rich  jewels,  and  her 
stately  bearing  showed  her  to  be  of  princely 
birth.  In  her  hand  she  carried  a  boar- 
spear,  and  at  her  back  was  slung  a  bow  and 
a  quiver  full  of  steel  headed  darts. 

When  Trompart  saw  the  lady,  fear  seized 
upon  him,  and  he  could  not  tell  whether 
to  flee  away  or  to  remain  in  hiding,  but 
she  soon  spied  him  out,  and  asked  whether 
he  had  seen  a  wounded  hind  pass  by. 
Addressing  her  in  most  respectful  terms, 
Trompart  replied  that  he  had  not,  and  then 
begged  of  her  to  tell  him  which  of  the 
goddesses  she  was.  She  was  on  the  point 
of  replying  when  something  moved  in  the 
thicket.  It  was  Braggadochio,  but  the 
damsel  thought  it  was  her  prey,  and,  bend 
ing  her  bow,  would  have  made  a  speedy 
end  of  the  boaster  had  not  Trompart  stayed 
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her  hand,  and  explained  that  his  lord,  far- 
famed  for  bold  achievement,  lay  shrouded 
there. 

As  he  spoke  Braggadochio  crept  forth 
on  hands  and  knees  ;  then,  rising  up  boldly, 
shook  his  helmet  fiercely,  trying  to  appear 
as  if  he  had  just  been  awakened  from  deep 
slumber.  The  sight  of  her  beauty  restored 
him  to  self-confidence,  and  he  was  beginning 
to  resume  airs  of  vanity  when  a  vision 
of  the  weapons  she  carried  cowed  him. 
Her  manner,  however,  again  reassured 
him.  She  addressed  him  as  a  companion- 
in-arms,  and  Braggadochio,  taking  up  the 
strain,  recounted  the  wondrous  deeds  he 
had  done,  then  boldly  asked  who  she  was 
that  thus  ranged  the  forest  and  did  not 
dwell  at  court.  To  this  she  replied,  that 
honour  was  only  truly  to  be  found  in  toil, 
and  that  he  who  idled  at  home  need  not 
hope  to  win  it. 

While  she  spoke  Braggadochio,  presum 
ing  on  her  graciousness,  grew  more  and 
more  insolent  in  his  demeanour.  Indignant, 
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the  goddess  bent  her  javelin  threateningly, 
then  turned  and  fled  apace.  Braggadochio 
was  at  first  dismayed,  but  was  far  too  great 
a  coward  to  pursue.  So,  concluding  that 
he  had  better  depart  lest  worse  things 
should  befall,  he  mounted  his  steed  and 
rode  away  in  so  clumsy  and  untrained  a 
manner  that  the  noble  animal  chafed 
under  him,  and  yearned  to  be  eased  of  his 
burden. 

Some  time  after  this,  as  Braggadochio 
and  Trompart,  who  now  also  possessed  a 
steed,  were  going  on  their  way,  they  saw 
a  rude  rustic  seated  on  the  roadside  by  a 
beautiful  lady,  richly  decked  with  jewels. 
Now,  this  was  no  real  damsel,  but  a  false 
image  made  by  a  wicked  hag  in  the  like 
ness  of  the  fair  lady  Florimell,  famed  for 
her  beauty  and  goodness.  Braggadochio 
thought  a  knight  such  as  himself  more  suited 
to  the  fair  lady  than  any  rustic.  He  there 
fore  couched  his  spear,  rode  up  to  the  man, 
declaring  that  the  damsel  was  his,  and 
must  be  yielded  to  him  on  pain  of  death. 
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The  rustic,  greatly  alarmed,  and  not  dar 
ing  to  fight  against  so  powerful-looking 
an  enemy,  let  his  lady  go,  and  Braggado- 
chio  mounted  her  on  Trompart's  horse 
and  led  her  off,  a  proud  and  happy  man. 
As  they  journeyed  he  began  to  make 
love  to  her,  but  presently  their  love-mak 
ing  came  to  an  abrupt  end,  for  they 
encountered  an  armed  knight,  who  ad 
vanced  towards  them  on  a  heavy  charger 
that  trampled  the  ground  with  a  sound 
like  thunder. 

The  appearance  of  this  knight  greatly 
disconcerted  Braggadochio,  but  he  looked 
as  fierce  as  he  could,  and  made  a  show  of 
cheering  his  lady,  who  also  was  afraid. 
The  knight  came  on,  fierce  and  powerful, 
and  bade  Braggadochio  give  up  the  lady 
or  else  do  battle  for  her.  This  challenge 
made  the  boaster  quake  with  terror,  but 
he  put  on  the  best  appearance  of  bravery 
he  could,  and  addressing  the  stranger  de 
clared  that  man  to  be  very  foolish  who 
sought  to  win  with  words  what  he  had 
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gained  with  blows.  At  this  the  knight 
grew  angry,  and  told  Braggadochio  to  pre 
pare  to  fight. 

"Then,"  said  Braggadochio,  "since  die 
thou  wilt,  let  us  both  turn  our  steeds,  ride 
back  a  certain  distance,  and  meet  in  equal 
tilt."  They  did  as  he  suggested,  and  re 
tired  one  from  the  other  about  a  furlong's 
space,  when  Braggadochio,  whose  last  inten 
tion  was  to  fight,  rode  away,  and  without 
looking  back,  left  his  lady-love  to  take  her 
chance,  caring  only  for  his  own  safety. 
Thus  did  his  valour  show  itself! 

After  several  further  adventures,  Brag 
gadochio  one  day  encountered  a  party  of 
knights  and  ladies  who  were  on  their  way 
to  a  great  tournament.  He  rode  up  to 
them  and  they  treated  him  courteously, 
and  allowed  him  to  accompany  them. 

Now,  it  happened  that  the  fair  but  false 
Florimellwhom  Braggadochio  had  so  basely 
deserted  was  of  this  company,  and  rode  with 
a  knight  named  Blandamour.  No  sooner 
did  Braggadochio  see  her  than  he  wished 
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to  have  her  back  again.  He  therefore  de 
clared  that  he  had  before  won  her  in  battle 
and  that  she  was  his  by  right.  But  Blanda- 
mour  would  not  listen  to  his  claim,  and 
taunting  him  with  having  lost  his  lady-love 
decreed  that  Braggadochio  must  fight  for 
her  once  more  if  he  wished  to  make  good 
his  pretended  right.  He  further  proposed 
that  the  false  Florimell  should  stand  side 
by  side  with  a  wicked  old  witch  named 
Ate",  who  was  of  their  company,  and  that 
he  who  won  the  day  should  have  the  lady, 
and  he  who  was  beaten,  the  witch.  The 
company  were  all  pleased  with  this  pro 
posal,  and  false  Florimell  and  the  hag  were 
brought  forward,  whereupon  all  began  to 
laugh.  Then  Braggadochio,  glad  of  any 
excuse  which  saved  him  from  fighting, 
declared  that  he  would  be  no  party  to 
any  such  bargain  ;  if  Blandamour  liked  to 
offer  another  lady  as  fair  as  Florimell,  he 
would  agree  to  fight,  but  he  would  not  risk 
his  life  on  the  chance  of  gaining  so  poor  a 
prize  as  Ate\  At  this  they  all  smiled,  the 
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false  Florimell  upbraided  him  with  want  of 
gallantry  and  Ate,  the  witch,  tried  to  urge 
him  on,  but  he  cared  for  none  of  them,  and 
remained  obstinate. 

In  order  to  keep  the  peace,  a  brave 
knight,  Cambello,  who  chanced  to  ride 
with  them,  reminded  the  company  that 
they  were  on  their  way  to  a  great  tour 
nament,  and  had  better  not  waste  their 
strength  in  quarrelling  on  the  way,  but 
wait  until  they  arrived  where  each  could 
fight  his  fill  and,  if  they  wished,  fight 
out  this  quarrel  also.  So  they  passed  off 
Blandamour's  proposal  as  a  joke,  and  went 
on  together ;  but  all  the  way  they  mocked 
at  Braggadochio  and  made  a  laughing 
stock  of  him. 

Now,  the  tournament  to  which  this  com 
pany  was  going  was  one  arranged  in  honour 
of  the  true  Florimell  by  the  good  knight 
Satyrane,  who  had  found  a  golden  girdle 
lost  by  her  in  a  sad  adventure.  It  was  to  last 
for  three  days,  and  to  the  combatant  who 
most  distinguished  himself  the  right  was 
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reserved  of  claiming  the  hand  of  the  fairest 
lady  present,  while  to  that  lady  Satyrane 
would  yield  FlorimeH's  golden  girdle. 

On  the  first  day,  Sir  Satyrane  himself 
was  judged  the  victor.  On  the  second, 
Braggadochio's  opportunity  arose ;  but 
when  his  turn  came  to  fight,  he  looked 
so  uncertain  and  fearful  that  the  knight 
Triamond,  indignant  at  his  cowardly  hesi 
tation,  stepped  forward  and  took  his  place. 
The  third  day  was  no  more  favourable 
to  the  braggart,  for  a  strange  knight 
appeared  within  the  lists,  who  bore  all 
others  down,  and  won  the  honours  of  the 
tournament. 

Then  followed  a  contest  as  to  which  was 
fairest  of  the  many  damsels  who  had  graced 
the  combat.  Knight  after  knight  advanced 
his  lady,  but  of  them  all,  Florimell  the  false 
was  deemed  most  lovely,  and  to  her  the 
girdle  was  awarded. 

Now,  this  girdle  had  been  framed  by 
magic  skill,  and  could  not  be  made  to  clasp 
upon  falsehood  of  any  kind.  It  would  not 
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therefore  fasten  on  the  false  Florimell,  who, 
however,  insisted  upon  wearing  it,  although 
she  was  forced  to  tie  it  on. 

And  here  fortune  favoured  Braggadochio, 
for  there  arose  a  great  quarrel  as  to  whose 
Florimell  should  be.  The  knight  who  had 
rightfully  won  her  was  no  other  than 
Britomart,  who  cared  nothing  for  her  prize. 
Then  Braggadochio  stepped  forward  and 
called  Florimell  to  witness  that  he  had 
before  won  her  in  battle.  At  his  audacity 
the  uproar  grew  more  loud,  for  all  the 
knights  hated  and  despised  Braggadochio. 
At  length  Sir  Satyrane  proposed  that  all 
should  forego  their  claim,  and  that  the  false 
Florimell  should  be  placed  in  their  midst, 
and  of  her  own  free  will  choose  her  right 
ful  lord.  To  this  the  knights  agreed,  and 
after  looking  long  at  each  one,  as  if  she 
would  fain  have  pleased  them  all,  Flori 
mell  turned  to  Braggadochio.  The  knights 
were  almost  mad  with  disappointment  and 
anger  at  her  choice,  so  Braggadochio,  feel 
ing  rather  uncomfortable  and  not  very  safe 
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among  them  bore  her  off  in  the  night,  and 
left  them  to  complain. 

Soon  after  this  the  true  Florimell  was 
married  to  Marinell,  the  son  of  Cymoent  the 
sea-nymph.  Immediately  after  the  wed 
ding,  Marinell  held  a  great  tournament,  in 
which  he  and  six  friendly  knights  main 
tained  Florimell's  beauty  against  that  of 
any  lady  all  the  world  over. 

The  lists  were  open  to  all  who  cared  to 
enter  them,  and  many  were  the  honours 
lost  and  won,  but  when  the  third  day 
dawned,  Marinell  still  wore  the  victor's 
laurel.  This  day  was  to  end  the  tourna 
ment,  and  as  the  fight  grew  more  and  more 
fierce,  Marinell  became  surrounded,  and 
was  in  serious  danger.  At  that  moment 
the  brave  Sir  Artegal,  whom  Britomart 
sought,  entered  the  tilting-yard,  and  at  the 
same  time,  Braggadochio,  Trompart,  and 
the  lady.  Sir  Artegal  saw  Marinell's 
danger,  and  hastened  to  his  aid,  but  not 
wishing  to  be  recognized,  he  changed 
shields  with  Braggadochio  before  entering 
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the  lists.  After  a  hard  combat,  he  suc 
ceeded  in  rescuing  Marinell  from  the 
opposing  knights,  and  together  they  won 
every  honour  of  the  field. 

The  tournament  ended,  Sir  Artegal  re 
turned  his  shield  to  Braggadochio,  and  the 
whole  company  repaired  to  the  great  hall, 
where  the  judges  of  the  tilting  match  were 
to  announce  the  name  of  him  who  had 
won  the  prize.  There  also  stood  the  true 
Florimell,  ready  to  greet  every  knight 
according  to  the  deeds  he  had  done.  Then 
the  judges  called  for  the  stranger  knight 
who  had  rescued  Marinell,  but  Artegal  did 
not  move,  and  in  his  stead  Braggadochio 
advanced  and  showed  his  shield,  which  all 
recognized  as  that  belonging  to  the  victor. 
The  trumpets  sounded  three  times  in  his 
honour,  the  judges  awarded  him  the  prize, 
and  Florimell  came  forth  to  greet  him 
and  to  thank  him  for  the  honour  he 
had  done  her  name.  But  Braggadochio 
received  her  courteous  words  with  scorn, 
declaring  that  what  he  had  done  had 
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been  for  his  own  lady's  sake,  and  not  for 
hers. 

At  these  rude  words,  Florimell  turned 
aside,  and  Braggadochio,  who  had  kept  his 
lady  veiled  until  now,  brought  her  boldly 
forth  before  all  the  people,  maintaining 
that  she  and  not  the  other  was  Florimell 
the  true.  She  was  indeed  fair,  and  for  a 
moment  the  assemblage  was  stupified,  and 
agreed  that  if  this  were  not  the  Florimell 
famed  throughout  Faeryland,  she  was  yet 
more  beautiful.  Even  Marinell  was  dis 
mayed,  and  knew  not  what  to  believe. 
Then  arose  Sir  Artegal,  and  no  longer  able 
to  contain  his  anger  against  Braggado 
chio,  plainly  discovered  himself,  and  charg 
ing  the  boaster  with  utter  falsehood,  de 
clared  it  was  he  and  not  Braggadochio 
who  had  rescued  Marinell;  for  proof  of 
which  he  pointed  to  the  false  knight's 
unused  sword.  He  next  called  for  Flori 
mell,  and  leading  her  up  to  the  other, 
caused  the  two  to  stand  side  by  side. 
Behold,  the  false  could  not  abide  the 
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presence  of  the  true,  and  the  false  Flori- 
mell  faded  away  before  their  eyes,  and  no 
trace  of  her  was  left  but  the  empty  girdle. 
The  people  were  struck  dumb  with  aston 
ishment,  and  Braggadochio  was  seized  with 
despair  and  remained  as  still  as  if  he  were 
lifeless.  Artegal  broke  the  silence,  for  he 
stooped  and  lifted  the  girdle,  and  presented 
it  to  Florimell.  She  fastened  it  on  her 
waist,  and  it  fitted  perfectly  ;  and  all  were 
convinced  that  this  was  indeed  Florimell, 
and  crowded  around  her,  giving  her  tokens 
of  their  joy. 

Meantime,  a  commotion  arose  in  the 
hall.  The  knight  Guyon,  to  whom  the 
stolen  horse  belonged,  had  arrived,  and 
seeing  Braggadochio's  horse  recognized  it 
as  his  own.  Seizing  its  reins  with  one 
hand  and  drawing  his  sword  with  the  other, 
he  insisted  on  having  it  restored.  Bragga 
dochio  refused,  and  a  quarrel  ensued,  which 
bade  fair  to  be  a  bloody  one.  Then 
Artegal  came  forward  and  asked  Guyon 
whether  he  could  prove  the  steed  to  be  his 
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own.  Guyon  replied  that  there  was  a 
mark  inside  the  horse's  mouth  by  which 
he  could  certainly  recognize  it.  At  this 
several  of  those  present  tried  to  open  its 
mouth,  and  were  severely  bitten  for  their 
pains.  Then  came  Guyon  himself,  and 
called  his  steed  by  its  name,  at  which  the 
horse  broke  loose  from  its  bonds  in  its  joy 
and  followed  Guyon,  opening  its  mouth  so 
that  all  could  see  whose  he  was. 

Now  Artegal  was  deemed  the  just,  and 
all  looked  to  him  for  judgment  in  the 
quarrel.  He  decreed  the  proof  sufficient, 
and  condemned  Braggadochio  to  go  on  foot 
until  he  could  obtain  a  horse  honestly. 
Braggadochio  raged  and  raved  in  fury,  and 
made  Artegal  at  length  so  angry  that  he 
three  times  laid  his  hand  on  his  sword  to 
kill  him,  but  Sir  Guyon  stayed  his  anger, 
saying  that  Braggadochio  was  unworthy 
the  vengeance  of  a  true  knight. 

So  was  Sir  Artegal  pacified,  but  Talus, 
his  servant,  seized  Braggadochio,  and, 
dragging  him  out  of  the  hall,  shaved  off 
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his  beard,  reversed  his  shield,  blotted  out 
his  device,  broke  his  sword,  and  scattered 
his  armour.  Then,  rushing  after  Trom- 
part,  who  had  tried  to  make  away,  he  dis 
armed  him  also,  and  scourged  him  out  of 
the  court ;  and,  amidst  the  laughter  and 
scorn  of  the  knights  and  their  ladies, 
Braggadochio  and  his  follower  finally  dis 
appeared. 
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How  BRITOMART  FOUND  ARTEGAL. 

Faerie  Queene.     Book  IV.     Cantos  IV.,  V.,  VL 

A  FTER  leaving  the  abode  of  Busyran, 
the  cruel  enchanter,  Britomart  and 
Amoret  met  with  many  adventures,  but 
in  none  of  these  did  they  encounter  either 
Scudamour  or  Artegal.  At  length  Brito 
mart  heard  of  Sir  Satyrane's  famous  tour 
nament,  and  to  it,  accompanied  by  Amoret, 
she  repaired. 

It  was  the  last  day  of  the  tournament 
when  they  arrived.  Many  brave  combats 
had  already  taken  place,  but  for  this  day 
was  reserved  the  most  eager  display  of 
valour.  Full  many  a  knightly  deed  was 
wrought,  and  when  fortune  seemed  to  for 
sake  the  side  of  Satyrane,  he  himself  was 
ever  ready  to  assist  his  knights  and  uphold 
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their  honour,  proving  once  again  his  far- 
famed  prowess.  Nor  was  there  one  that 
day  who  did  not  put  forth  his  utmost 
strength,  as  might  be  well  seen  from  the 
many  wounds  received,  the  shivered  spears 
and  broken  swords,  and  horses  that  ran 
riderless.  Still  the  knights  of  Sir  Saty- 
rane  kept  the  ascendency.  But  when  the 
day  had  dragged  on  a  weary  pace,  there 
appeared  from  out  the  other  side  a  stranger. 
Whence  he  came  no  man  could  say,  nor 
could  they  discover  aught  from  the  arms 
which  he  bore.  His  steed  was  caparisoned 
with  oaken  leaves,  his  armour  looked  like 
wild  weeds  decked  with  wood  mosses,  and 
on  his  ragged  shield  was  the  strange  device, 
"Salvagesse  sans  finesse."  On  entering 
the  lists  this  newcomer  levelled  his  spear  at 
the  first  knight  he  met,  and  overthrew  him 
at  the  first  encounter.  Knight  after  knight 
he  vanquished,  until  his  spear  split,  and 
then  he  drew  his  sword,  and  with  it  hewed 
and  slashed  at  helmets  until  everyone  began 
to  shun  the  very  sight  of  him  as  of  death 
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itself.  And  now  all  men  wondered  who 
this  was,  and  whence  he  came,  inquiring 
one  of  another  by  what  name  he  was  called, 
and  when  they  could  learn  nothing  they 
dubbed  him  the  Savage  Knight  because  of 
his  wild  appearance.  He  was,  however, 
no  knight  of  the  woods,  but  Artegal,  the 
brave  and  mighty. 

Thus  were  Sir  Satyrane  and  his  knights 
dismayed  by  the  sole  power  of  Artegal,  and 
none  of  them  durst  stand  in  the  field  before 
him,  but  were  beaten  back  and  chased  about 
all  the  day,  until  evening  came,  and  the  sun 
began  to  slant  downwards  in  the  heavens. 
Then,  again,  there  rushed  out  from  the 
thickest  press,  an  unknown  knight,  who  in 
turn  put  to  shame  even  the  glory  of  Sir 
Artegal. 

This  was  Britomart,  who,  eager  to  restore 
the  day  to  Sir  Satyrane,  bent  her  powerful 
spear  towards  Artegal's  helmet,  and  smote 
him  so  sore  a  blow  that  he  fell  from  his 
charger,  and  was  for  a  time  unable  to  arise. 
Nor  did  others  who  crossed  spears  with  the 
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stranger  fare  better ;  and  when  the  fighting 
was  over,  Britomart,  content  with  having 
restored  the  glory  of  the  field  to  Satyrane, 
went  on  her  way  with  Amoret,  ignorant 
that  she  had,  all  unawares,  seen  and  fought 
with  Artegal  her  love. 

He,  however,  was  sore  at  heart,  by  reason 
of  his  defeat,  and  eager  to  have  his  revenge 
on  the  unknown  warrior. 

Meantime,  Scudamour  still  sought  his 
wife.  He  had,  by  this  time,  heard  of  her 
rescue,  but  instead  of  feeling  grateful  to 
Britomart,  he  was  jealous  and  suspicious  of 
her,  for  the  wicked  hag  At6  had  spoken  ill 
of  the  noble  maid,  and  tried  to  create 
enmity  against  her. 

From  being  suspicious,  Scudamour  be 
came  unjust,  and  in  his  wrath  against 
Britomart,  had  nearly  slain  old  Glauce',  her 
faithful  squire.  In  vain  did  the  aged  dame 
try  to  pacify  his  wrath ;  the  more  calmly 
she  spoke,  the  more  angry  he  grew,  and  yet 
their  common  interest  held  them  together. 
At  length,  after  various  wanderings,  they 
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one  day  encountered  an  armed  knight,  who, 
when  he  saw  them  approach,  rode  rapidly 
towards  them  as  if  bent  on  an  attack. 
Scudamour,  perceiving  his  purpose,  rode 
forward,  ready  for  the  combat,  but,  as  the 
other  knight  came  near  and  saw  the  arms 
which  Scudamour  bore,  he  checked  his 
charger,  and  riding  quietly  up,  addressed 
him  courteously,  calling  him  by  his  name, 
and  praying  to  be  pardoned  for  the  offence 
against  a  friend  which  he  had  so  nearly 
committed. 

To  this,  Scudamour  replied,  that  at  worst 
it  were  a  slight  offence  to  try  his  sword  with 
any  venturous  knight,  and  begged  to  know 
who  it  was  that  had  thus  called  him  by  name. 

"Call  me  the  Savage  Knight,"  said 
Artegal,  "  as  others  do." 

"  Then,"  said  Scudamour,  "  interpret  your 
name;  have  you  taken  it  for  some  secret 
purpose,  or  only  because  your  home  is  in 
the  forest  ? " 

"The  other  day,"  Artegal  replied,  "a 
stranger  knight  did  me  shame,  and  I  wait 
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to  wreak  revenge  upon  him  when  he  shall 
pass  this  way." 

At  this  answer,  Scud  amour  asked  who 
the  stranger  knight  might  be,  and  Artegal 
told  him  that  he  was  one  whose  name  was 
unknown,  although  his  fame  was  far  re 
nowned.  He  was  called  the  Knight  of  the 
Heben  Spear,  and  having  borne  down  all 
opponents  in  a  great  tournament  lately 
held  by  Sir  Satyrane,  had  departed,  carry 
ing  with  him  the  fairest  lady  ever  seen. 

When  Scudamour  heard  mention  of  the 
dread  spear,  he  knew  it  must  be  Britomart 
of  whom  Artegal  spoke,  and  his  rage 
kindling  afresh,  he  exclaimed  in  angry 
accents — 

"  This  is  not  the  first  uncourtly  deed  of 
which  that  knight  is  guilty  ;  he  hath  stolen 
from  me  my  true  love,  and  if  this  hand  can 
aid  in  the  revenge  you  purpose,  it  shall  not 
fail  you  when  the  time  arrives." 

So  together  they  plotted  vengeance  on 
the  unconscious  and  noble  Britomart. 

While  they  were  thus  talking,  they  saw 
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far  off,  a  knight,  dressed  in  foreign  arms 
and  strange  accoutrements,  whom  on  nearer 
approach,  they  recognized  as  none  other 
than  this  same  Knight  of  the  Heben  Spear. 
Then  Scudamour  prayed  Sir  Artegal  to  let 
him  make  the  first  attack.  Artegal  granted 
the  request,  and  Scudamour,  preparing  his 
spear  for  battle,  ran  fiercely  against  his  foe. 
Britomart,  seeing  his  intention,  prepared  to 
receive  the  onset,  and  so  entertained  Sir 
Scudamour,  that  presently  both  horse  and 
rider  were  on  the  ground. 

And  now  Artegal,  beholding  Scudamour's 
mischance,  advanced  his  lance,  and  full 
of  rage  and  vengeance,  rode  against  the 
maiden;  but  lo !  all  unawares,  Artegal  also 
left  his  saddle,  and  to  his  great  amazement, 
found  himself  on  the  ground.  He  leapt 
lightly  up,  and  snatching  his  deadly  blade, 
sprang  upon  Britomart,  assailing  her  with 
such  vigour  that  although  she  was  mounted 
and  he  on  foot,  she  was  forced  to  give  way 
before  him.  Now,  as  they  fought,  it 
happened  that  Britomart  wheeled  suddenly 
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round,  when  Sir  Artegal's  sword  struck  a 
blow  behind  her  crest,  which  falling  back 
ward,  wounded  her  steed,  and  forced  her  to 
dismount. 

Not  a  whit  dismayed,  she  cast  from  her 
the  enchanted  spear,  and  betook  herself  to 
her  shield  and  sword.  So  furiously  did  she 
fight  that  Artegal,  exhausted  by  his  long 
combat,  had  to  yield  before  her,  and  her 
sword  pierced  through  his  armour  and 
wounded  him  so  that  his  blood  flowed 
freely  on  the  green  grass. 

But  now  the  tide  of  battle  began  to 
change,  for  Britomart  grew  weary,  while 
Artegal,  through  very  fighting,  seemed 
to  gain  rather  than  to  lose  strength.  He 
showered  blow  after  blow  on  his  opponent 
as  if  he  would  tear  her  body  from  her  soul, 
and  then  gathering  together  all  his  force, 
the  Savage  Knight  upraised  his  arm  to 
deal  a  stroke  from  which  it  seemed  im 
possible  that  Britomart  could  escape  with 
her  life.  Down  came  the  cruel  blow,  and 
falling  on  her  helmet,  struck  off  the  face- 
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piece,  then  glancing  aside,  did  no  further 
hurt. 

And  now  appeared  the  maiden's  beau 
teous  countenance,  shining  like  the  ruddy 
morn  ;  and  all  around,  her  fair  hair  — 
loosened  from  its  band  by  the  stir  of  the 
fight  —  fell  like  a  golden  shower  glistening 
as  the  shining  sand.  And  as  Sir  Artegal 
once  more  raised  his  sword,  thinking  to 
deal  the  last  deadly  blow,  his  arm  was 
suddenly  arrested;  and  benumbed  with 
secret  fear,  shrank  from  its  revengeful  pur 
pose,  while  the  cruel  sword  fell  from  his 
slackened  fingers  to  the  ground.  Then 
Artegal,  having  gazed  long  on  the  fair  and 
unexpected  vision,  fell  humbly  on  his  knee, 
thinking  that  she  who  stood  before  him 
was  a  heavenly  goddess,  and  horror-struck 
with  what  he  had  done,  prayed  for  pardon. 

But  Britomart,  full  of  wrath  because  of 
the  stroke  that  had  revealed  her  face,  still 
held  her  arm  uplifted,  and  standing  sternly 
over  the  knight,  threatened  to  strike  unless 
he  would  return  to  the  combat,  bidding 
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him  arise  or  he  should  surely  die.  But 
Artegal  only  prayed  the  more  earnestly 
for  pardon,  or  if  that  were  refused  him, 
besought  that  she  would  take  her  will 
and  inflict  on  him  what  punishment  she 
chose. 

And  when  Scudamour,  who  now  quaked 
with  fear,  watched  her  as  she  stood  resolute, 
and  beheld  how  fair  and  heavenly  her 
countenance  appeared,  he  crossed  himself, 
and  began  to  worship  her  as  a  celestial 
vision.  And  old  Glauce  seeing  this,  and 
knowing  that  now  all  jealousy  of  Brito- 
mart  would  be  at  rest,  was  joyful  at  the 
thought  of  a  good  ending  to  her  sore 
trouble,  and  greeting  her  lost  nursling, 
prayed  her  as  she  loved  her  faithful  squire 
to  grant  these  warriors  a  truce.  The 
maiden  yielded  to  her  request,  and  the 
knights  raised  their  beavers  to  show  who 
they  were. 

When  Britomart  beheld  the  face  of 
Artegal  in  all  its  manly  beauty,  she  saw 
that  it  was  the  countenance  she  had  beheld 
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in  the  magic  mirror  in  her  father's  house ; 
her  angry  courage  gave  way,  her  haughty 
spirit  became  subdued,  and  her  upraised 
arm  fell  quietly  by  her  side. 

But  the  maiden  was  very  proud,  and 
cared  not  to  show  that  she  was  conquered, 
so  by-and-bye  she  tried  to  uplift  her  hand 
again,  as  if  rage  and  revenge  still  remained 
in  her  soul,  but  it  fell  harmless,  for  she 
caught  sight  of  Sir  Artegal's  fair  counten 
ance.  Then  she  tried  to  force  bitter,  angry 
words  from  her  tongue,  but  it  too  refused 
to  obey  her  will,  and  instead  of  wrathful 
speeches,  would  utter  only  mild  and  gentle 
words. 

And  Scudamour,  relieved  from  all  his 
jealous  fears  by  the  vision  of  her  loveliness, 
grew  sportive  in  his  speech,  rallying  Sir 
Artegal  on  his  so  sudden  humble  behaviour 
towards  his  late  opponent. 

"  Indeed,  Sir  Artegal,"  he  exclaimed,  "  I 
delight  to  see  you,  who  were  wont  to  de 
spise  all  fair  dames,  become  so  suddenly  a 
lady's  thrall." 
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When  Britomart  heard  the  name  of 
Artegal,  she  knew  in  very  truth  that  this  wis 
the  knight  whom  Merlin  had  told  her  she 
should  wed.  Her  heart  gave  a  great  leap. 
She  trembled  for  sudden  joy  and  secret 
fear,  while  the  blood  rushed  through  her 
veins  and  mounted  to  her  fair  face.  Then, 
fearful  of  betraying  herself,  she  strove  the 
harder  to  continue  in  her  former  angry 
mood,  trying  thus  to  hide  her  newly- 
awakened  feeling. 

And  now  old  Glauce'  began  to  speak 
wise  words. 

"Ye  gentle  knights/'  she  said,  "whom 
fortune  hath  brought  to  be  spectators  of 
the  emotion  which  secret  fate  hath  wrought 
in  this  fair  lady,  marvel  not,  and  henceforth 
be  not  the  prey  of  idle  fears  and  jealous 
thoughts.  Nor  may  you,  Sir  Artegal, 
again  disdain  the  might  of  woman's  arm, 
which  hath  twice  conquered  you,  nor  any 
longer  be  rebellious  unto  love,  which  is  the 
crown  of  knighthood  and  the  bond  of 
noble  minds.  And  you,  fair  lady  knight," 
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continued  the  old  woman,  "  relent,  and 
grant  him  your  grace." 

Britomart  blushed  deeply  at  her  nurse's 
words,  but  Artegal  rejoiced  in  his  inmost 
heart,  yet  dared  not  make  too  sudden  a 
change  in  his  demeanour,  nor  show  openly 
the  love  which  her  beauty  and  quiet 
dignity  of  manner,  so  grave  and  full  of 
princeliness,  inspired  within  him.  But  his 
passion  grew  the  stronger  from  the  very 
restraint  imposed  upon  him. 

Here  Scudamour,  whose  heart  had  all  this 
time  been  racked  with  fear  and  hope,  inter 
posed,  with  a  request  for  tidings  of  AmoreL 
This  Britomart  at  once  granted,  and  went 
on  to  relate  a  sad  tale  :  how,  after  freeing 
her  from  the  enchanter,  and  guarding  her 
with  tender  care  and  love  for  many  a  day, 
she  had  lost  her  in  a  wild  desert,  where 
from  sheer  weariness  Britomart  had  fallen 
asleep.  > 

Poor  Scudamour  was  terribly  cast  down 
by  these  melancholy  tidings,  and  only 
plucked  up  a  faint  hope  when  Britomart 
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pledged  herself  to  remain  with  him  until 
together  they  found  the  missing  dame. 

Meantime  the  three  combatants  being 
thus  reconciled  one  to  another,  mounted 
their  steeds,  and  rode  towards  a  certain 
resting-place  known  to  Sir  Artegal,  where 
they  were  well  received  and  cared  for. 
Here  they  remained  until  their  wounds 
were  healed,  and  their  weary  limbs  thor 
oughly  rested. 

And  all  the  time  they  sojourned  there, 
Sir  Artegal  served  Britomart  with  meek 
service,  watching  continually  how  he  might 
best  please  her.  Thus  day  by  day  he  made 
progress  in  his  suit ;  and  though  Britomart 
in  her  womanly  pride  tried  hard  to  conceal 
the  love  she  bore  him  she  could  not  quite 
succeed.  So  well  did  Artegal  woo,  so 
skilfully  did  he  contrive,  that  at  length  he 
brought  the  noble  damsel  to  bay  and  forced 
her  to  lay  aside  her  seeming  indifference 
;nd  to  hearken  to  his  words.  And  as  she 
/listened  to  the  vows  with  which  he  swore 
to  love  and  guard  her,  Britomart's  reserve 
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gave  way,  and  she  yielded  a  glad  consent 
to  love  and  own  him  for  her  lord  until 
marriage  should  unite  them  for  ever. 

But  their  marriage  might  not  be  yet,  for 
Sir  Artegal  had  been  sent  out  from  the 
court  of  Gloriana,  Queen  of  Faeryland,  on 
a  hard  adventure,  and  until  it  was  achieved 
he  might  not  turn  aside  from  following 
after  it.  And  now  that  his  limbs  were 
rested  and  his  wounds  were  healed,  the 
knight  knew  the  time  was  come  when  he 
must  leave  Britomart  and  continue  on  his 
way,  so  he  told  her  of  the  adventure  on 
which  he  was  bound.  She,  poor  maiden, 
having  just  begun  to  taste  of  the  rest  and 
comfort  of  his  presence,  was  sorely  grieved 
and  exceeding  loth  to  be  so  soon  parted 
from  her  "  dearest  love."  But  he,  strong  in 
the  sense  of  duty,  persuaded  her  to 
acquiesce,  and  with  fresh  vows  of  love  and 
constancy,  promised  to  return  to  her  so 
soon  as  ever  his  enterprise  was  ended, 
which  would  not,  he  thought,  be  longer 
than  three  months. 
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Early  next  morning,  Sir  Artegal  rose 
and  pursued  his  way  unattended,  save  by 
Britomart,  who  insisted  on  accompanying 
him  a  certain  distance. 

As  they  rode,  she  found  first  one,  and  then 
another  excuse  for  delay,  and  talked  of  the 
perils  he  must  encounter;  perils  of  which  the 
fearless  maiden  would  have  thought  little 
for  herself.  But  it  was  of  no  avail ;  all  her 
stratagems  but  served  to  wear  away  the  day; 
evening  came,  when  they  must  part.  Full 
often  Britomart  took  leave  of  her  lord,  each 
time  finding  some  last  injunction  to  give, 
until  at  length  she  had  spent  all  her  words 
and  could  find  no  further  pretext  for  delay, 
and  so  with  right  heavy  heart  she  left  him,  and 
returned  to  fulfil  her  promise  to  Scudamour. 

How  Sir  Artegal  did  at  last  return  from  his 
enterprise  and  marry  the  Princess  Britomart, 
Spenser  does  not  say,  for  he  did  not  live  to 
end  all  the  tales  he  had  begun.  But  we  know 
that  they  were  married  and  lived  happily, 
for  Merlin  prophesied  this  when  Britomart 
and  Glauce*  went  together  to  his  cave. 
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CALIDORE  AND  PASTORELLA. 

Faerie  Queene.     Book  VI.     Cantos  I.,  IX.,  X., 
XL,  XII. 

r\F  all  the  knights  that  lived  at  Gloriana's 
Faery  Court,  there  was  none  more 
gentle  or  more  courteous  than  Sir  Calidore. 
He  was  beloved  by  every  one,  for  to  his 
natural  gentleness  of  spirit  and  grace  of 
manner  was  added  a  manly  bearing  and 
courtesy  of  speech  that  stole  men's  hearts 
away.  He  was  tall  and  strong,  and  much 
renowned  for  his  bravery  in  battle,  and  he 
never  employed  his  great  gifts  for  mean 
purposes  or  flattered  any  one,  for  he  loved 
simple  truth  and  steadfast  honesty. 

Now  about  this  time  a  very  hideous 
monster  was  wandering  about  in  Faery- 
land.  This  was  the  "Blattant  Beast,  cruel 
and  treacherous,  given  to  turn  on  its 
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pursuers,  and  to  bite  them  with  its  poison 
ous  fangs. 

This  monster  had  iron  teeth,  and  within 
the  iron  teeth  were  a  thousand  tongues — 
of  dogs,  cats,  bears,  and  tigers, — but  the 
greatest  number  were  human  tongues,  and 
these  uttered  cruel  scandals,  caring  not 
when  or  where.  There  were  also  serpents' 
tongues,  with  three-forked  stings,  which 
spat  out  poison  and  said  hateful  things  of 
any  who  interfered  with  the  Beast.  Indeed 
the  delight  of  this  horrid  creature  was  to 
annoy  and  injure  and  destroy  good  men 
and  women.  It  was  the  very  plague  and 
curse  of  mankind,  whom  it  bit  and 
wounded  and  tormented  with  its  veno 
mous  teeth  and  wicked  tongues. 

Against  the  Blattant  Beast  Sir  Calidore 
was  sent,  and  he  was  commanded  to  give 
it  incessant  chase  until  he  overtook  and 
subdued  it. 

It  was  a  hard  quest,  for  the  Beast  never 
remained  in  one  place,  and  Sir  Cali 
dore,  without  guide  or  good  direction,  had 
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to  go  forth  in  untried  ways,  to  unknown 
dangers,  and  to  laborious  effort. 

At  length  after  a  weary  search  and 
many  adventures,  after  permitting  himself 
little  rest  either  by  night  or  by  day,  after 
pursuing  the  Beast  from  the  court  to  cities, 
and  from  cities  to  country  places,  Sir  Cali- 
dore  came  into  open  pasture  land  where 
shepherds  watched  their  flocks. 

Here  he  so  nearly  overtook  the  monster 
that  he  forced  it  to  hide  itself  from  him 
amongst  empty  sheds  and  huts.  By  the 
help  of  these  it  once  more  escaped  the 
knight,  who,  as  he  still  followed  in  pursuit, 
chanced  to  espy  a  group  of  shepherds 
singing  and  playing,  whilst  their  sheep 
wandered  among  the  fresh  young  plants, 
and  nipped  off  their  tender  buds. 

All  tired  and  heated,  Calidore  went  up 
to  the  shepherds,  and  asked  them  whether 
they  had  seen  a  Beast  such  as  he  described. 
They  replied  that  they  had  neither  seen  it 
nor  anything  else  to  excite  their  alarm,  and 
prayed  God  to  deliver  them  from  all  such. 
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Then  one  of  the  shepherds  seeing  that 
Calidore  perspired  from  the  heat,  offered 
him  a  draught  to  quench  his  thirst,  and 
food  to  relieve  his  hunger.  The  knight 
courteously  accepted  their  kindness,  and, 
sitting  down  at  their  request,  partook  of 
their  homely  hospitality. 

As  he  rested  after  the  meal,  Sir  Calidore 
noticed  at  a  little  distance  a  fair  damsel, 
dressed  in  home-spun,  home-dyed  green, 
with  a  crown  of  flowers  tied  with  ribbon  on 
her  head.  She  sat  on  a  little  hillock  higher 
than  the  others,  and  around  her  was  a  circle 
of  fair  companions,  while  beyond  these 
the  shepherds  lay  about,  piping  and  singing 
her  praises,  delighting  in  her  beauty,  and 
shouting  aloud  for  very  wonder  that  so 
beautiful  a  maiden  should  be  found  amongst 
them.  She  was  as  good  and  modest  as  she 
was  lovely,  and  they  treated  her  as  if  she 
were  a  goddess,  singing  day  and  night  of 
fairest  Pastorella. 

Many  of  the  shepherds  loved  Pastorella, 
but  one  named  Coridon  loved  her  beyond 
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all  the  others,  and  yet  the  maiden  cared 
neither  for  him  nor  any  of  them.  Now, 
while  Sir  Calidore  looked  at  the  fair  damsel 
and  noted  the  difference  in  her  mien 
from  that  of  her  companions,  his  heart,  all 
unawares,  became  drawn  towards  her,  and 
he  stood  gazing  on  her,  quite  forgetful  of 
his  quest,  and  that  the  Beast  was  all  this 
time  getting  farther  and  farther  away  from 
him.  And  after  the  repast  was  quite 
over,  he  still  stayed  talking  to  the  shep 
herds,  hoping  all  the  time  that  Pastorella 
would  overhear  the  adventures  he  re 
counted. 

Thus  the  day  wore  on  until  night  ad 
vanced,  and  the  ground  grew  damp,  so  that 
the  shepherds  knew  that  it  was  time  to 
take  their  flocks  to  rest.  Then  there  came 
out  to  them  an  old  man  with  silver  locks, 
carrying  a  shepherd's  crook  in  his  hand, 
and  he  told  Pastorella  to  arise.  The  old 
man's  name  was  Meliboae,  and  he  was 
accounted  by  all,  even  by  Pastorella  herself, 
as  her  father,  but  he  was  only  her  adopted 
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father,  for  he  had  found  her  as  an  infant  in 
the  fields  and  had  brought  her  up  as  his 
own. 

At  his  bidding  she  arose  and  gathered 
together  her  little  flock  of  sheep,  and  the 
shepherds  who  had  sat  round  her  gathered 
theirs  also,  while  they  vied  one  with  another 
in  helping  Pastorella ;  yet  Coridon  gave 
her  most  help. 

When  Meliboae  found  Sir  Calidore  left 
alone,  and  night  so  near,  he  invited  him  to 
his  cottage,  which,  though  poor,  was  a 
better  resting-place  than  the  fields,  and  the 
knight  accepted  gladly.  He  was  kindly 
welcomed  both  by  Meliboae  and  his 
wife,  who  invited  him  to  lay  aside  his 
armour  and  to  rest  until  supper  was  ready 
and  Pastorella  had  returned  from  tending 
her  sheep.  When  the  frugal  meal  was 
ended,  Pastorella  removed  the  table,  and 
Sir  Calidore  in  his  most  courteous  manner 
gave  thanks  to  his  host  and  hostess  for 
their  kindness,  and  praised  the  simple 
life  which  shepherds  led.  Meliboae  replied 
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by  dwelling  on  the  delights  of  a  country 
life,  adding  that  in  his  youth  he  had  sought 
a  prince's  court  and  had  worked  as  a  gar 
dener  at  the  palace  ;  ten  years  spent  there, 
however,  made  him  return  home  more  con 
tented  than  before.  Calidore  listened  much 
delighted,  and  anxious  to  stay  on  in  the 
shepherd's  hut,  replied  that  the  world's  gay 
shows  were  but  vanity,  and  that  he  wished 
that  his  lot  were  that  of  Meliboae.  "  But," 
said  the  old  man,  "  the  mind  is  the  true 
fortune,  and  happiness  is  in  each  man's 
power."  "Then,"  said  Sir  Calidore,  "let 
me  make  my  happiness  by  staying  here 
and  resting  awhile  from  the  storms  of 
fortune."  And  lest  the  expense  of  his  stay 
should  prove  burdensome  to  the  old  man, 
he  drew  forth  much  gold  with  which  to  pay 
for  his  food.  This  offer  Meliboae  refused 
but  he  granted  Calidore  permission  to 
remain. 

So  he  remained  there,  and  saw  Pastorella 
daily  and  offered  her  many  courtesies ;  but 
she,  unaccustomed  to  courtly  ways,  loved 
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the  kindness  of  the  shepherds  better  than 
his.  Calidore  therefore  laid  aside  his 
armour,  and  dressing  as  a  shepherd,  went 
out  into  the  fields  and  helped  Pastorella 
with  her  flocks. 

At  this  Condon  became  jealous,  and 
whenever  Sir  Calidore  was  present,  looked 
cross  and  angry ;  yet  Sir  Calidore  was  ever 
kind  to  Coridon,  and  when  Coridon  brought 
birds  and  squirrels  from  the  wood  to  Pasto 
rella,  the  knight  praised  their  beauty.  But 
the  maiden  ceased  to  care  for  Coridon's 
gift,  for  her  heart  was  beginning  to  turn 
towards  Sir  Calidore. 

One  day,  when  the  shepherds  were  in  a 
merry  mood,  they  called  for  music  and 
began  to  dance.  They  invited  Sir  Calidore 
to  lead  the  ring,  for  he  was  held  to  be 
first  in  Pastorella's  favour.  But  Coridon 
frowned  and  bit  his  lips  in  anger,  and  see 
ing  this,  Sir  Calidore  courteously  yielded  to 
him  the  place  of  honour,  and  when  Pasto 
rella  placed  her  garland  on  the  knight's 
head,  he  put  it  instead  upon  Coridon. 
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Another  day  games  were  proposed  by 
the  shepherds,  and  Pastorella  was  chosen 
judge,  and  held  the  garland  which  was  to 
be  the  victor's  reward.  Coridon,  renowned 
for  his  skill  in  wrestling,  challenged  Cali- 
dore.  But  the  knight  was  much  stronger 
than  Coridon  expected,  and  easily  threw 
him,  whereupon  the  garland  was  awarded 
to  Sir  Calidore.  In  his  never-failing  cour 
tesy  the  knight  gave  it  up  to  Coridon, 
declaring  him  well  worthy  the  honour. 

Thus  Calidore  proved  himself  ever  court 
eous,  and  won  love  and  honour  even  from 
his  rival,  and  Pastorella's  heart  was  turned 
more  and  more  towards  him,  but  he  still 
forgot  the  Blattant  Beast  and  his  vow  to 
follow  it  without  rest. 

One  day,  as  Sir  Calidore,  Coridon,  and 
Pastorella  were  gathering  strawberries  in  a 
green  wood,  a  tiger  rushed  suddenly  out  of 
the  forest,  and  with  cruel  jaws  and  wide 
open  mouth  ran  straight  at  Pastorella.  It 
happened  that  the  others  had  wandered  a 
little  way  from  her,  and  the  poor  damsel, 
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left  defenceless,  cried  out  for  help.  Cori- 
don  came  running  to  her  aid,  but  seeing 
the  fierce  beast,  fled  in  terror,  for  his  own 
life  was  dearer  to  him  than  hers.  But 
when  Sir  Calidore  came  up  and  saw  the 
tiger  ready  to  tear  Pastorella's  limbs,  rage, 
not  fear,  filled  his  soul,  and  with  no  weapon 
but  his  shepherd's  hook,  he  ran  at  the  wild 
beast  and  stunned  it  by  his  blow,  and  before 
it  had  time  to  recover  he  had  struck  off  its 
head,  which  he  laid  at  the  feet  of  the 
trembling  Pastorella.  From  that  time  she 
showed  marked  preference  for  Calidore,  and 
a  little  after  promised  to  be  his  bride. 

But  one  dreadful  day,  whilst  Calidore 
was  hunting  in  the  woods,  a  party  of  bri 
gands  came  down  upon  the  shepherds' 
dwellings,  and  spoiling  their  homes,  mur 
dered  many  of  the  occupants  and  carried 
off  the  others  to  sell  as  slaves.  Amongst 
those  taken  captive  were  Meliboae,  Pasto 
rella,  and  Coridon.  They  were  carried  off 
during  the  night,  for  the  brigands  wished 
no  man  to  know  where  they  dwelt.  Now, 
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their  home  was  on  an  island,  covered  with 
brushwood,  but  there  was  no  appearance  of 
dwellers  on  the  island,  for  the  brigands 
lived  in  underground  caves,  dark  and 
dreary,  and  lighted  only  by  candles. 

Here  they  brought  their  captives,  mean 
ing  to  sell  them  to  the  first  merchants  who 
passed  that  way.  But  they  had  not  been 
long  in  the  island  before  the  captain  of 
the  brigands  fell  in  love  with  Pastorella 
and  wished  her  for  his  wife.  Now  Pasto 
rella,  being  betrothed  to  Calidore,  could 
not  listen  to  his  wish,  and  this  made  him 
angry,  and  yet  he  loved  her  so  much  that 
he  continued  to  try  hard  to  gain  her  affec 
tion.  All  this  made  her  so  unhappy  that 
she  became  ill. 

While  Pastorella  lay  ill,  a  band  of  free- 
booting  merchants  arrived  in  search  of 
slaves.  The  brigands  came  and  told  the 
captain  who  was  watching  near  the  sick 
maiden,  and  the  news  made  him  sorrowful, 
for  he  feared  that  his  men  would  insist  on 
Pastorella's  being  sold  with  the  others. 
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Yet  he  dared  not  refuse  ;  so  he  showed  the 
merchants  old  Meliboae  and  Coridon  and 
others.  But  one  of  the  merchants  had 
heard  of  the  shepherdess,  and  demanded  to 
see  her  also.  At  this  the  captain  grew 
angry  and  declared  that  the  maiden  was 
his  prize,  and  that,  moreover,  she  lay  sick  ; 
and  to  prove  his  words,  he  took  them  to 
see  her.  But  the  sight  of  her  pale  beauty 
only  made  the  merchants  still  more  desirous 
to  have  her,  and  they  declared  that  unless 
they  might  buy  Pastorella  they  would  buy 
no  one.  Thereupon  the  brigands  demanded 
her  sale,  but  the  captain  stoutly  refused 
and  drew  his  sword,  and  a  fierce  fight 
began,  in  which  blood  was  freely  spilt. 

And  first  of  all,  the  captives  were  slain, 
old  Meliboae,  his  aged  wife,  and  many 
others.  But  Coridon  escaped  in  the  dark 
ness,  thinking  nothing  of  his  friends.  All 
this  time  Pastorella  was  defended  by  the 
captain  who  stood  between  her  and  the 
enemy.  He  was  slain  at  length,  and  fell 
with  Pastorella  in  his  arms,  who  fainted 
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from  fear  and  weakness.  And  as  she  lay 
there  the  fight  continued,  and  those  slain 
fell  upon  her,  so  that  she  was  nearly  stifled 
to  death. 

When  the  brigands  found  that  their  cap 
tain  was  gone,  the  fighting  ceased,  and  the 
combatants  became  as  eager  to  make  friends 
as  they  were  before  to  quarrel ;  so  having 
agreed  among  themselves,  they  lighted 
candles  and  began  the  melancholy  search 
for  the  dead.  Their  captain  they  found 
cruelly  slain,  and  by  him  the  dying  maid. 
Seeing  that  there  was  still  life  in  Pastorella, 
they  used  every  means  to  restore  her,  and 
at  length  succeeded.  But  when  she  was 
able  to  look  round,  and  saw  her  father 
and  her  friends  lying  dead,  wringing  her 
hands,  she  wept  and  wailed  and  wished 
herself  of  their  number.  However,  as  the 
brigands  were  very  anxious  that  she  should 
get  well,  they  took  care  of  her  in  their  rude 
way.  When  they  went  out  to  plunder,  they 
left  one  of  themselves — the  best,  although 
all  were  bad — in  charge  of  her,  but  he 
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was  of  little  use,  scarce  giving  her  food  or 
rest. 

Meantime  Sir  Calidore  had  returned 
from  the  chase  and  had  found  the  desola 
tion  caused  by  the  brigands.  He  was 
almost  mad  with  grief  and  rage,  and  his 
anguish  was  increased  by  the  sad  fact  that 
there  was  no  one  to  whom  he  could  speak, 
nor  any  of  whom  he  could  ask  tidings, 
He  sought  everywhere,  but  in  vain ;  the 
woods  and  the  plain  were  alike  silent  and 
empty.  Roaming  about  restlessly  in  his 
despair,  he  at  length  saw  someone  coming 
towards  him.  The  new-comer  was  dressed 
in  rags,  his  hair  was  standing  on  end,  and 
he  was  running  as  if  from  great  danger. 
As  he  came  near,  Sir  Calidore  saw  that 
it  was  Coridon.  Hastening  up  to  him 
the  knight  asked  where  Pastorella  and  the 
others  had  been  taken. 

"Ah,"  said  Coridon,  sighing  deeply, 
"would  that  I  had  never  lived  to  see 
this  day,  but  had  died  before  I  saw 
Pastorella  dead." 
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"What,"  exclaimed  Calidore,  "Pastorella 
dead  ?  How  dared  death  touch  her  ? " 
And  then  he  persuaded  Coridon  to  tell 
his  sad  tale ;  and  Coridon  told  how  he 
had  seen  Meliboae  die,  and  the  captain 
defend  Pastorella,  but  as  he  believed, — in 
vain. 

On  hearing  these  tidings,  Sir  Calidore's 
heart  well-nigh  broke ;  but  after  a  time 
he  recovered  spirit  and  determined  to 
rescue  Pastorella  were  she  still  alive,  or 
to  avenge  her,  were  she  dead.  He  asked 
Coridon  to  show  him  the  way  to  the 
Island,  but  he  had  great  difficulty  in  induc 
ing  him  to  do  so.  At  length  Calidore 
prevailed  upon  him,  and  they  went  forth 
dressed  as  shepherds,  although  the  knight 
wore  armour  under  his  peaceful  garb. 

As  they  neared  the  Island  they  came 
to  a  hill,  on  which  they  saw  shepherds 
with  their  flocks.  They  determined  to 
go  and  learn  from  them  the  latest  tidings. 
Great  was  their  surprise  when  Coridon 
recognized  the  flocks  as  the  very  ones 
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that  had  been  stolen  from  them,  and 
these  shepherds  no  other  than  the  thieves. 
This  discovery  alarmed  him  greatly,  and 
his  heart  began  to  lose  all  courage,  but 
Sir  Calidore  reassured  him  as  best  he 
could  and  prevailed  upon  him  to  advance 
upon  the  men,  who  were  all  asleep.  Cori- 
don  would  have  slain  them,  but  Sir 
Calidore,  who  had  another  plan,  prevented 
him. 

Sitting  down  by  their  side,  he  wakened 
them  gently,  told  them  the  time  of  day, 
and  beginning  to  talk,  asked  them  ques 
tions  which  would,  he  hoped,  reveal  the 
truth  as  to  Pastorella.  And  when  the 
brigands  in  turn  questioned  Sir  Calidore 
and  asked  who  he  and  his  comrade  might 
be,  the  knight  replied  that  they  were 
herdsmen  who  sought  for  hire.  On 
hearing  this  the  thieves  at  once  offered 
them  wages  to  take  care  of  their  flocks. 
Sir  Calidore  accepted  the  offer,  and  when 
night  came,  he  and  Coridon  returned 
with  the  outlaws  as  their  hired  servants. 
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They  quickly  learned  all  the  secrets  of 
the  caverns,  and  to  their  great  joy  found 
that  Pastorella  still  lived. 

After  a  time  of  patient  waiting  Sir  Cali- 
dore's  opportunity  came.  The  brigands 
had  returned  from  a  fray  and  slept  soundly. 
In  the  dead  of  night  Sir  Calidore  arose, 
and  armed  only  with  an  old  sword  which 
he  had  found,  made  his  way  to  the  new 
captain's  cavern.  Coridon,  too  cowardly  to 
join  boldly  with  him,  too  fearful  to  be 
left  behind,  followed  faltering.  They  found 
the  doors  fast  closed,  but  Sir  Calidore 
attacked  them  with  all  his  force  and 
burst  them  open.  The  noise  awoke  the 
chief  brigand,  who  came  rushing  to  the 
entrance,  where  in  a  few  moments  Sir 
Calidore  slew  him. 

Meantime  the  sound  of  the  fray  struck 
terror  into  the  heart  of  Pastorella,  but 
when  the  well-known  and  much-loved 
voice  of  Sir  Calidore  called  to  her,  joy 
and  comfort  took  the  place  of  misery  and 
despair,  and  her  spirit  revived  within  her. 
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His  voice  was  to  her  as  the  sunshine  to 
the  wintry  earth,  and  she  who  had  longed 
for  death  felt  the  spring  of  life  arise  anew 
within  her.  Nor  did  Sir  Calidore  re 
joice  less :  like  one  distraught  he  rushed 
to  her,  and  taking  her  in  his  strong  arms 
kissed  her  a  thousand  times. 

But  now  the  alarm  had  roused  all  the 
brigand  camp,  who  came  flocking  to  their 
captain's  cavern.  Sir  Calidore  stood  in 
the  doorway,  and  as  they  pressed  forward, 
he  slew  them  one  by  one  until  the  entrance 
was  fairly  blocked  by  dead  bodies.  Then 
he  rested  until  daylight  dawned  ;  and  when 
there  was  sufficient  light  to  see  his  way, 
he  arose,  chose  from  among  the  slain 
a  trusty  sword  and  went  out  into  the 
open  day.  There  a  great  crowd  awaited 
ready  to  attack  him.  Then  began  a  ter 
rible  fight.  On  every  side  the  brigands 
set  upon  him,  and  sorely  they  oppressed 
him,  nor  did  any  spare  him  ;  yet  so  skilled 
and  powerful  was  Sir  Calidore  that  by 
the  aid  of  his  trusty  brand  he  dispersed 
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and  scattered  his  enemies,  slaying  all  that 
came  into  his  way. 

Then  Sir  Calidore  returned  to  Pastorella 
his  betrothed,  and  brought  her  forth  to  the 
light  of  day,  which  she  had  not  seen  since 
she  was  taken  captive,  and  did  all  he  could 
to  make  her  forget  the  sorrows  she  had 
suffered.  When  he  had  thus  comforted  her 
he  returned  to  the  robbers'  caves  and  took 
away  their  treasure.  Bestowing  the  flocks 
they  had  stolen  from  old  Meliboae  on  Cori- 
don,  Sir  Calidore  went  forth,  taking  with 
him  Pastorella. 

Now  all  this  time  the  Blattant  Beast 
was  ranging  at  will,  no  one  stopping  or 
restraining  his  course.  And  Sir  Calidore 
deemed  it  high  time  to  follow  his  quest 
once  more,  although  he  must  first  secure 
the  safety  of  his  love.  He  therefore  took 
her  to  the  Castle  Belgard,  where  dwelt 
the  good  Sir  Bellamour  with  Claribell, 
his  wife,  and  there  they  were  warmly 
welcomed  and  hospitably  entertained,  for 
Sir  Bellamour  knew  Sir  Calidore  right 
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well,  and  had  loved  him  for  his  prowess 
ever  since  they  had  served  together  in  the 
field.  And  Claribell  was  drawn  towards 
the  fair  Pastorella,  and  tended  her  so 
lovingly  that  she  soon  grew  strong  and 
well.  When  Sir  Calidore  saw  the  maiden 
recover  strength  and  health,  he  resolved 
to  leave  her  in  Castle  Belgard,  and  to 
return  to  his  quest,  for  he  was  ashamed 
to  remember  how  long  he  had  neglected 
the  enterprise  entrusted  to  him  by  Gloriana. 

With  ceaseless  pains  and  toils  Sir  Calidore 
resumed  his  task.  It  was  in  some  respects 
easier  than  before,  for  the  Beast  had  gradu 
ally  waxed  more  powerful,  and  wherever 
it  went  left  traces  of  its  spoil. 

The  knight  found  that  it  had  invaded 
the  homes  of  men  of  all  conditions  of  life 
and  in  all  had  done  great  damage  ;  that  at 
length  it  had  reached  the  clergy,  and  among 
them  had  wrought  such  spoil  and  havoc, 
and  committed  such  thefts  that  to  tell  all 
would  be  impossible.  And  now  Sir 
Calidore,  who  had  followed  its  track  with 
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ceaseless  care,  came  to  a  monastery,  where 
he  found  the  Blattant  Beast  destroying  and 
despoiling  with  might  and  main.  It  had 
broken  into  the  cloisters  and  scattered  the 
monks  hither  and  thither  ;  it  had  pursued 
them  into  their  cells  and  had  not  spared 
even  the  holy  things  of  religion.  For  it 
broke  into  the  church  and  robbed  the 
chancel ;  threw  down  the  desks  and  injured 
the  altar,  and  cast  everything  into  con 
fusion. 

Here  Sir  Calidore  found  it;  and  the 
Blattant  Beast,  knowing  his  power  of  old,  at 
once  fled,  but  the  knight  pursued  with 
great  swiftness  and  got  nearer  and  nearer 
to  the  monster,  until  at  length  he  overtook 
it  in  a  narrow  place.  Attacking  it  fiercely, 
Sir  Calidore  forced  the  Beast  to  turn  and 
face  him.  Then  the  knight  struck  it  with 
his  sharp  steel,  and  in  return  it  rushed 
savagely  upon  him,  its  ugly  mouth  wide 
open  so  as  to  expose  the  double  row  of  iron 
teeth,  and  the  thousand  yelling,  barking, 

back-biting  tongues  therein.     Not  one  whit 
K 
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afraid,  Sir  Calidore  fell  upon  the  monster 
with  such  might  that  he  obliged  it  to  give 
way,  and  for  a  moment  so  mastered  it  that 
all  it  could  do  was  to  spit  forth  poisonous 
venom  from  its  foaming,  bloody  jaws, 
threatening  in  vain  to  bite.  Then  rearing 
itself  on  its  hind  legs,  it  attacked  him  with 
its  claws  as  if  it  would  have  rent  him  in 
pieces.  But  Sir  Calidore  was  on  his  guard, 
and  thrust  his  shield  before  him ;  then 
putting  out  all  his  strength  he  forced  the 
creature  back  until  it  fell.  Quick  as 
thought  the  knight  flung  his  shield  upon  it, 
and  with  all  his  strength  held  it  down. 

At  this  the  Beast  raged  and  roared  most 
horribly,  and  foamed  out  bloody  gore,  and 
strove  in  vain  to  rear  itself  upright.  The 
more  it  strove,  the  firmer  the  knight  held 
it.  It  bit,  and  scratched,  and  threw  out 
venom,  and  behaved  like  a  very  fiend,  so 
mad  was  its  rage  that  any  should  hold 
it  under,  and  still  Sir  Calidore  kept  on,  for 
the  more  its  anger  increased  the  greater 
became  his  power. 
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Then  when  the  Beast  felt  it  could  do 
nothing  against  the  knight,  it  began  to 
reveal  its  deepest,  most  wicked  nature,  and 
used  its  tongue  no  longer  to  spit  out  blood 
or  venom,  but  to  speak  reproaches  and  to 
utter  wicked  lies  of  Sir  Calidore.  But  even 
these  could  not  cause  this  true  knight  so  to 
forget  himself  as  to  grow  angry  and  release 
his  hold  for  a  single  moment.  He  held  on 
tighter  and  tighter  until  the  Beast  was 
almost  strangled  in  his  grasp.  At  length 
when  he  saw  that  the  creature's  power  was 
growing  less,  he  drew  forth  a  muzzle  made 
of  the  strongest  iron,  and  with  it  closed  its 
cruel  mouth  and  shut  in  its  blasphemous 
tongues.  To  the  muzzle  he  fastened  a  long 
chain,  and  by  this  drew  forth  the  Blattant 
Beast,  cowed  and  captive.  Never  before 
had  any  dared  to  curb  its  will  or  restrain 
its  tongues,  and  it  greatly  repined  at  its 
bondage,  inwardly  chafing  under  a  restraint 
which  nevertheless  it  did  not  dare  to  with 
stand.  It  trembled  under  Sir  Calidore's 
mighty  hand,  and  like  a  beaten  dog 
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followed  him  where  he  went.  Thus  was 
the  once  powerful  Beast  led  through  all 
Faeryland,  its  former  victims  thronging 
out  of  the  towns  to  see  it  captive  and  to 
praise  and  admire  its  captor.  Thus  then 
did  Sir  Calidore  rid  the  world  during  his 
lifetime  of  a  scandalous  pest,  although 
after  his  days  the  Beast  broke  its  chain 
and  ranged  once  more  at  liberty. 

His  quest  ended,  the  knight  returned  to 
Pastorella,  to  whom  a  strange  fortune  had 
befallen. 

Sir  Bellamour  and  Claribell  had  known 
troublous  days  in  their  youth.  In  these 
days  an  infant  daughter  had  been  born  to 
them,  which,  owing  to  the  sad  woes  that 
had  befallen  them,  Claribell  was  forced  to 
send  away  from  her.  Her  maid  Melissa 
had  borne  the  infant  to  the  fields.  With 
many  tears  she  had  laid  it  down  and 
watched  behind  bushes  until  a  shepherd 
coming  to  the  spot  lifted  the  babe  and 
carried  it  away. 

And  now  Melissa,  who  still  lived  with 
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Claribell,  recognized  a  certain  mark  on 
Pastorella's  fair  skin  by  which  she  was 
persuaded  that  the  damsel  was  none  other 
than  the  long-lost  babe.  She  ran  to  her 
mistress  with  the  glad  tidings;  at  first 
Claribell  could  hardly  believe  her,  and 
trembling  with  uncertain  joy,  hurried  to 
Pastorella  and  asked  her  many  questions. 
To  all  Pastorella  gave  satisfactory  answers, 
and  Claribell  overcome  with  the  gladness 
of  a  mother's  love,  tenderly  embraced  her 
child,  and  then  went  to  tell  her  husband. 
Deeply  rejoiced,  he  too  acknowledged 
Pastorella  as  his  daughter. 

Thus  was  the  fair  shepherdess  proved  to 
be  a  right  worthy  bride  for  the  mighty  Sir 
Calidore  by  birth  as  well  as  by  beauty  and 
goodness,  and  we  may  be  very  sure  that 
they  were,  as  the  old  story-books  say, 
"happy  ever  after." 

THE  END. 


CHRONOLOGICAL  TABLES. 

{Intended for  reference. ) 

SPENSER'S   LIFE. 

1552.  Edmund  Spenser  born. 
1569.     Went  to  Cambridge. 
1576.     Took  M.A.  degree. 

1579.  Shepherd's  Calendar  published. 

1580.  Went  to  Ireland. 

1 586.     Received  grant  of  Kilcolman. 

1 590.  Published  three  books  of  Faerie  Queene. 

1591.  Published  Complaints,  containing  Teares  of  the 

Muses,  etc. 

1594.  Married. 

1595.  Published  Sonnets  and  Epithalamium. 

1595.  Published  Colin  Cloufs  Come  Home  Again. 

1596.  Published  six  books  of  Faerie  Queene. 
1596.     Published  Prothalamium. 

1596.     Published  Foure  Hymnes  of  Love  and  Beautie. 

1598.  Kilcolman  sacked. 

1599.  Died  in  London. 

CONTEMPORARY   EVENTS. 

1553.  Mary  Tudor,  queen. 

1554.  Sir  Philip  Sidney  born. 


Chronological  tables.  15* 

! 555-56.     Latimer  and  Cranmer  burned. 

1558.     Elizabeth,  queen. 

1561.     Bacon  born. 

1564.     Shakspere  born. 

1564.     Marlowe  born. 

1564.     Michael  Angelo  died. 

1562-98.     Civil  wars  in  France. 

1 569.     Northern  rebellion. 

1572.     Massacre  of  St.  Bartholomew. 

1572.     Revolt  of  Netherlands. 

1574.     Ben  jonson  born. 

1576.  Titian,  the  Venetian  painter,  died. 

1577.  Drake  sailed  round  the  world. 
1579-80.     Insurrection  in  Ireland. 

1587.  Mary  Stuart  executed. 

1588.  Spanish  Armada. 

1589.  Hakluyt's  Principal  Navigations  published. 
1595.  Tasso,  the  Italian  poet,  died. 

1598.     Tyrone's  rebellion  in  Ireland. 
1605.     Don  Quixote  published. 


NOTES. 

p.  I.  Gloriana,  as  an  historical  personage,  stands  for 
Queen  Elizabeth.  Spenser  is  in  the  habit  of  representing 
the  different  qualities  of  historical  persons  by  more  than 
one  allegorical  figure.  Thus  Britomart,  as  well  as  Bel- 
phoebe  and  Mercilla  (characters  which  do  not  appear  in 
these  Tales),  represent  different  sides  of  the  great  Queen. 
(The  story  of  Belphoebe,  Bk.  III.  Canto  V.,  and  Bk.  IV. 
Cantos  VII.  and  VIII.  of  the  Faerie  Queene,  is  a  beautiful 
one). 

p.  4.  The  Bed  Cross  Knight  (holiness)  represents  St. 
George,  patron  saint  of  England.  Spenser's  account  of 
his  parentage,  as  given  in  Bk.  I.  Canto  X.  of  the  Faerie 
Queene,  is  quite  imaginary.  St.  George  was  an  Eastern 
saint,  '  patron  of  soldiers,  and  the  chosen  saint  of  the 
aristocracy  ...  protector  against  inundations,  flood  and  fire.3 
In  1222  his  feast,  April  23rd,  was  ordered  to  be  kept 
as  a  national  festival.  His  banner  is  white  with  a  red 
cross,  hence  the  name  given  him  by  Spenser.  In  1330 
Edward  III.  made  him  patron  of  the  Order  of  the  Garter, 
and  the  badge  of  this  order  exhibits  St.  George  on  horse 
back  piercing  the  falling  dragon. 

Archimago,  a  personification  of  hypocrisy. 

p.  9.  Abessa ;  abesse  is  an  obsolete  form  of  the  verb  to 
abase  ;  Abessa  is  therefore  the  abased  or  cast  down. 

p.  12.  Saracen;  at  the  time  at  which  Spenser  writes 
Saracen  was  used  to  describe  all  non-Christian  nations 
against  which  crusades  had  been  preached. 

p.  16.  Fauns;  beings  which  were  half  men  and  half 
goats,  and  which  had  horns.  The  god  Faunus,  from  whom 
the  name  is  derived,  was  the  god  of  fields  and  of  shepherds, 
and  also  revealed  the  future  to  men  in  certain  sacred  groves. 
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Satyrs ;  creatures  dwelling  in  woods  and  fields,  with 
bristly  hair,  ears  pointed  at  the  top,  two  small  horns,  and 
a  tail  like  that  of  a  horse  or  goat.  They  were  fond  of 
wine,  of  sleeping,  of  playing  musical  instruments,  and  of 
dancing  with  nymphs.  They  were  greatly  dreaded  by 
mortals. 

p.  23.  Duessa ;  as  Elizabeth  is  represented  by  Gloriana, 
Britomart,  etc.,  so  Mary,  Queen  of  Scots  is  personated 
in  Duessa,  and  the  false  Florimell. 

p.  26.  Prince  Arthur;  a  Celtic,  half-mythical  prince 
to  whom  legend  imputes  extraordinary  power  and  good 
ness,  and  whose  knights  of  the  round  table,  12  in  number, 
Spenser  symbolises  by  his  knights  of  the  12  virtues.  In 
the  Faerie  Queene  Arthur  is  also  sometimes  Sir  Philip 
Sidney  and  sometimes  the  Earl  of  Leicester.  See  also 
Introduction  and  Merlin. 

Timias  ;  by  him  Spenser  intends  his  friend  and  patron 
Sir  Walter  Ralegh. 

Bauldric,  now  spelt  baldric.  A  richly  ornamented 
belt,  usually  made  of  leather,  which  hangs  from  one 
shoulder,  across  the  breast  and  under  the  opposite  arm, 
and  is  used  to  support  the  wearer's  sword  or  bugle. 

Beaver ;  that  part  of  a  helmet  which  guards  the  face. 
It  could  be  pushed  up  entirely  over  the  helmet,  thus 
exposing  the  whole  face  or  pulled  down  at  pleasure. 

p.  27.  Merlin ;  an  ancient  Celtic  prophet  and  enchanter 
held  to  possess  miraculous  powers  from  childhood.  Legend 
makes  him  the  guide  and  adviser  of  Prince  Arthur. 

p.  43.  Furlong,  220  yards.  In  the  middle  ages  a 
furlong  was  considered  equal  to  a  stadium  or  \  of  a 
Roman  mile,  hence  it  has  always  been  used  for  ^  of  an 
English  mile. 

p.  50.  Stream  of  balm;  balm,  a  sweet-scented  sub 
stance  which  trickles  from  certain  trees,  was  used  for 
healing  wounds,  soothing  pain,  and  embalming  the  dead. 

p.  53.  Laurel  boughs ;  the  laurel  was  sacred  to  Apollo ; 
its  twigs  were  a  symbol  of  honour,  and  from  it  the  crowns 
were  made  with  which  heroes  and  poets  were  rewarded. 
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p.  57.  Cambria,  the  ancient  name  of  Wales. 

p.  60.  Artegal;  in  him  Spenser  represents  Arthur, 
Lord  Grey  of  Wilton,  with  whom  he  went  to  Ireland. 
See  Introduction, 

Cupid,  the  son  of  Venus,  who  is  goddess  of  love. 
He  was  winged,  and  carried  bow,  quiver,  and  arrows,  and 
is  often  represented  as  bandaged.  His  arrows  were  un 
erring,  and  could  pierce  even  the  fish  at  the  bottom  of 
the  sea. 

Chivalry;  in  the  middle  ages  the  'men-at-arms'  or 
mounted  and  fully-armed  fighting-men  were  the  'chivalry.' 
Hence  chivalry  has  come  to  mean  knightly  skill  and 
practice  in  arms,  and  also  generous  helpfulness. 

p.  65.  Spells ;  charms  caused  by  the  repetition  of  words 
supposed  to  have  some  hidden  power. 

p.  78.  Arras;  a  rich  tapestry  in  which  figures  and 
scenes  are  woven  in  colours  ;  made  in  the  town  of  Arras 
in  Picardy  and  used  for  covering  walls. 

p.  89.  Braggadochio,  a  name  formed  from  the  English 
'brag,'  to  make  a  noise  with  a  trumpet,  and  'occhio,'  a 
form  of  the  Italian  termination  'accio,'  which  always 
conveys  a  sense  of  contempt.  Braggadochio  is  supposed 
to  represent  the  Due  d'Alen9on,  a  rejected  suitor  of  Queen 
Elizabeth. 

p.  98.  Tournament;  a  military  sport  of  the  middle 
ages  said  to  have  been  invented  by  the  Counts  of  Anjou 
in  the  loth  century.  It  took  place  on  horseback,  though 
dismounted  combatants  often  continued  it  on  foot,  and  the 
usual  weapons  were  blunted  swords  or  lances.  All  who 
desired  to  take  part  in  a  tournament  had  to  prove  their 
noble  birth,  military  prowess,  and  unspotted  character. 
They  did  so  by  hanging  up  their  armorial  shields  round 
the  ground  chosen  for  the  tournament. 

p.  101.  Guyon;  the  story  of  Guyon  (temperance)  is 
found  in  Bk.  II.  of  the  Faerie  Queene. 

p.  no.  Salvagesse  sans  finesse;  wildness  without 
cunning. 


GLOSSARY. 

Accounted,  considered,  129. 

Accoutred,  attired  or  dressed  for  a  special  purpose,  3. 

Accoutrements,  clothes,  etc.;  in  strict  military  sense  the 

equipments  of  a  soldier  other  than  dress  and  arms, 

US- 
Acquiesce,  to  agree   to,  to  accept   the  arrangement  of 

another,  123. 
Allot,  to  appoint,  originally  to  fix  or  portion  out  by  lot, 

59- 

Antagonist,  opponent,  13. 
Arras,  78.     See  Notes. 
Array,  dress,  outfit ;  in  this  sense  now  used  only  poetically, 

7L 

Aught,  anything  whatever,  51. 
Balm,  50.     See  Notes. 
Bauldric,  26.     See  Notes. 
Beaver,  1 1 8.     See  Notes. 
Bereft,  deprived,  15. 
Blattant,  making  a  senseless  noise,  125. 
Boon,  a  blessing  or  favour,  47  ;  a  gift,  57. 
Bower,  an  inner  room,  as  distinguished  from  the  hall  or 

large  public  rooms  in  ancient  mansions,  37.     Sleeping- 
room,  65.     Now  only  used  in  poetry. 
Braggart,  boastful,  101.    An  older  word  than  Braggadocio. 
Brand,  the  blade  of  a  sword ;  used  for  the  sword  itself, 

142. 
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Caparison,  a  cloth  often  richly  embroidered,  thrown  over 
the  saddle  of  a  horse ;  hence  caparisoned,  decked 
out,  harnessed,  89. 

Chafe,  to  warm  by  rubbing,  22  ;  to  show  impatience  of 

restraint,  28,  147. 
Champion,  one  who  acts  as  the  acknowledged  defender 

of  a  person,  10. 

Charger,  horse  ridden  in  charging  the  enemy,  13. 
Chivalry,  bravery  or  prowess  in  war,  60.     See  Notes. 
Clownish,  like  a  country  fellow  or  peasant,  3. 
Conferred,  gave,  bestowed  upon,  3. 
Confounded,  utterly  taken  aback,  48. 
Couch  (a  spear),  to  level  it  for  combat,  12,  44,  96. 
Cowed,  subdued,  147. 
Craven,  adj. ,  cowardly,  90 ;  (s.  one  who  has  craved,  or 

begged  his  life). 
Crest,  a  comb,  a  tuft  of  feathers,  or  anything   standing 

out  on  an   animal's  head,    45  ;   an   erect  plume  of 

feathers,  or  horse-hair,  or  an  ornament,  fixed  on  the 

top  of  a  helmet,  116. 
Dank,  wet,  37 

Deemed,  thought,  judged,  101,  143. 
Demeanour,  manner  of  acting,  121. 
Despight,  anger,  81. 
Device,  plan,  70. 
Discipline,  teaching,  19. 
Disclose,  to  reveal,  62. 
Discomfit,  to  throw  into  confusion,  to  overthrow,  27. 

Discomfiture,    defeat    in    battle,    46;    discouragement, 

distress,  60. 

Disconcert,  to  disturb  a  purpose,  66. 
Discoursing,  talking,  n. 
Distraught,  driven  to  madness,  crazy,  142. 
Don,  to  put  on,  24. 
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Ebony,  a  hard  black  wood,  28. 

Ecstasy,  a  state  of  rapture  in  which  one  is  unconscious 
of  common  things,  69. 

Endowed,  gifted,  i. 

Enforced,  compulsory,  n. 

Enmity,  ill-will,  112. 

Espy,  to  catch  sight  of,  127. 

Evaded,  avoided,  25. 

Fawned,  danced  attendance  on,  17. 

Fearful,  full  of  fear,  afraid,  17. 

Feign,  to  pretend,  58. 

Forego,  to  give  up,  to  yield,  102. 

Fray,  a  fight  or  attack,  141. 

Freebooting  (merchants),  men  who  seized  on  goods  with 
out  paying  for  them,  135. 

Fretted,  carved  in  elaborate  patterns,  72. 

Furlong,  220  yards.     See  Notes,  43. 

Garb,  dress,  139. 

Heben,  made  of  ebony,  114. 

Hermit,  a  religious  man  who  lives  a  solitary  life  and 
sometimes  gets  his  living  by  begging,  4. 

Homage,  reverence,  79. 

Imbecility,  feebleness  both  of  mind  and  body,  36. 

Impede,  to  hinder,  46. 

Import,  meaning,  80. 

Issues,  consequences,  49. 

Liege,  one  who  claims  obedience  by  feudal  right ;  hence 
lord  or  master,  90. 

Lineage,  ancestry,  i. 

Lists,  the  space  in  which  tournaments  were  held,  101. 

Lore,  knowledge,  19. 

Loth,  unwilling,  123. 

Marred,  disfigured,  spoiled,  38. 
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Masque,  a  performance  in  which  some  or  all  of  the  actors, 

because   representing   allegorical    personages,    wear 

masks,  82. 

Meed,  reward  in  the  sense  of  retribution,  13. 
Naiads,  water-nymphs  who  preside  over  bodies  of  fresh 

water,  18. 

Omen,  a  sign  of  some  good  or  evil  about  to  happen,  88. 
Onset,  attack,  115. 

Panic,  sudden  and  unreasoning  fear,  93. 
Pipe,  to  play  on  a  pipe  or  other  wind  instrument,  128. 
Plaint,  complaint,  37. 
Plight,  condition  ;  (generally  unhappy),  33. 
Portray,  to  picture  or  describe,  57. 
Preferred  (her  request),  made,  3. 
Prevail,  to  overcome,  2. 
Properties,  qualities,  59. 
Prowess,  great  bravery  and  skill,  34,  69. 
Purport,  intention,  13. 

Quest,  an  adventure  undertaken  by  a  knight,  126. 
Ranging,  roaming,  143. 
Recoiled  (of  a  weapon),  sprang  back,  46. 
Redeeming,  rescuing,  15. 
Repaired,  went,  104. 
Requite,  to  reward  for,  34. 
Samite,  a  silk  stuff,  81. 
Sapped,  taken  away,  33  ;  to  sap,  lit.  to  make  weak  by 

digging  mines  underneath  any  building. 

Scatheless,  unharmed,  78. 

Semblance,  appearance,  63. 

Sojourn,  to  remain  for  a  time,  122. 

Spells,  enchantments,  65. 

Stayed  (his  hand),  paused  from  his  act,  13. 

Stench,  an  exceedingly  bad  smell,  43. 
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Strain,  a  story,  95. 

Suit,  petition  or  request,  3. 

Thrall,  a  slave,  90. 

Tilt,  with  pointed  lance  or  other  weapon,  90. 

Timbrel,  a  kind  of  drum  in  use  from  the  earliest  times,  53. 

Tournament,  103.     See  Notes. 

Trance,  a  condition  in  which  a  person  ceases  all  move 
ment,  and  breathes  almost  imperceptibly,  14. 

Transfixed,  fixed  right  through,  83. 

Trophies,  arms  or  other  spoil  taken  in  battle  and  brought 
back  by  a  conqueror  to  grace  his  return,  80. 

Upbraided,  reproved,  36. 

Venom,  n.  poison ;  when  used  figuratively,  malice  or 
spite,  42. 

Vied,  competed  or  strove,  130. 

Virtue,  powers,  qualities,  30,  47,  59. 

Wailed,  bemoaned,  wept  loudly,  183. 

Ward,  guard,  6. 

Ware,  on  one's  guard,  39. 

Wary,  cautious,  31. 

Weal,  prosperity,  38. 

Weeds,  clothes,  used  now  only  of  a  widow's  dress,  4. 

Wend,  to  go,  to  turn,  53. 

Whit,  bit,  116,  145  :  was  once  a  form  of  aught. 

Wight,  a  person,  37,  86. 

Wont,  accustomed,  7. 

Wreak,  to  inflict  (vengeance),  114. 


QUESTIONS. 

1.  Describe   the   appearance   of  Una   and   her    com 
panions  as  they  set  out  for  the  Court  of  Gloriana. 

2.  Who  was  Sansloy,  and  what  loss  did  he  inflict  on 
Una? 

3.  Describe  the  scenery  through  which  Una  and  the 
lion  travelled. 

4.  How  was   Una    delivered    from    the    Fauns    and 
Satyrs  ? 

5.  What  were  the  magic  powers  of  Arthur's  shield  and 
of  Timias'  bugle  ? 

6.  What  were  Prince   Arthur's  questions   to   Ignaro, 
and  what  Ignaro's  answers  ? 

7.  What  faults  do  Orgoglio,  Duessa  and  Braggadochio 
represent  ? 

8.  By  what  magic  powers  was  the  Red-cross  Knight 
restored  in  his  fight  with  the  Dragon  ?     Describe  these. 

9.  Describe  what  he  saw  who  looked  at,  and  into  King 
Ryence's  magic  mirror. 

10.  What   virtues  did  Artegal,    Calidore,    and    Una 
personate  ? 

11.  Give  two  or  three  of  the  phrases  by  which  Glauce 
comforted  Britomart. 

12.  Explain :    bereft ',    bower ;    beaver,    craven,    arras, 
scatheless,  wight. 

13.  What  lesson  is  taught  by  the  story  of  Britomart 
and  the  dread  flames  ?     Describe  her  conduct. 

14.  Who  were  Melissa,  Abessa,  Trompart,    Busyran, 
Silvanus,  Guyon,  and  Claribell? 
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15  Describe   the   teeth  and   tongues  of  the   Blattant 
Beast. 

1 6.  Mention  the  different  living  things  referred  to  in  the 
story  of  Pastorella. 

17.  What  was  the  end  of  the  Blattant  Beast  ? 

1 8.  Describe  the  strange  procession  seen  by  Britomart 
in  the  house  of  Busyran. 

19.  How  was  Florimell  the  false  finally  distinguished 
from  Florimell  the  true  ? 

20.  Relate  as  many  instances  as  you  can  remember  of 
Archimago's  treachery. 

21.  Give  examples  of  the  effect  of  goodness  on   wild 
and  untamed  creatures. 

22.  How  did  Artegal   disguise   himself  at   Satyrane's 
tournament  ? 

23.  Who  was  the  Knight  of  the  Heben  Spear,  and  why 
so  called? 

24.  Describe  Artegal's  parting  from  Britomart. 


SUBJECTS   FOR   ESSAYS. 

1.  Compare  and  contrast  the  conduct  of  the  Fauns  and 
Satyrs  towards  Una  with  that  of  the  brigands  towards 
Pastorella. 

2.  Show  from  his  character  why  Scudamour  could  not 
be  one  of  Spenser's  great  knights. 

3.  Show  by  his  conduct  some  of  the  ways  in  which 
Braggadochio  proved  himself  a  false  knight. 

4.  Contrast  the  conduct  of  Timias,  a  true  squire,  with 
that  of  Trompart,  a  false  one. 

5.  Describe  Britomart's  wanderings  from  the  time  she 
meets  Scudamour  until  she  is  discovered  to  Artegal. 

6.  Say  which  story  you  prefer,  and  why. 

7.  Compare  the  characters  of  Una  and  of  Britomart. 

8.  Illustrate  what  Spenser  means  by   'faery,'  giving 
instances  of  different  kinds  of  '  faery '  rescues. 

9.  Say  what  you  know  or  can  find  out  about  Merlin, 
and  explain  his  r61e  in  Faery- land. 

10.  Do  you   consider  the   Red-cross  Knight    or    Sir 
Artegal  the  better  warrior  ?    Give  your  reasons,  and  prove 
these  by  examples. 

11.  Write^a  short  essay  on  Scandal,  and  say  whether 
you  think  the  Blattant  Beast  represents  it  well. 


AIDS   TO    FURTHER   STUDY. 

Spenser's  Works.  Globe  Edition,  with  memoir  by 
J.  Hales.  Macmillan. 

Spenser,  by  Dean  Church,  English  Men  of  Letters 
Series.  Macmillan. 

The  Faerie  Queene,  in  separate  books,  with  Intro 
ductions,  glossaries,  etc.,  by  Kate  M.  Warren.  Constable, 
1897  seq. 

Spenser  and  his  Poetry,  by  G.  L.  Craik,  1845.  This 
book  remains  one  of  the  best  as  a  criticism  of  Spenser's 
art. 

Essays  on  Spenser  in  Aubrey  de  Vere's  Essays  chiefly 
on  Poetry.  Vol.  I.  Macmillan. 

Idylls  of  the  King.     Tennyson. 

For  Arthur  and  the  Legends  concerning  him  read 
Le  Morte  Darthur,  by  Sir  Thomas  Malory.  Globe 
Edition.  Macmillan. 

Tennyson's  Idylls  and  Arthurian  Story  from  the  i6tA 
Century.  M.  W.  Maccallum.  MacLehose,  1894.  Con 
tains  excellent  notes  on  the  whole  Arthurian  legend. 

The  Lyrical  Poems  of  Sir  Philip  Sidney,  with  Intro 
duction,  by  Ernest  Rhys.  Dent,  1895.  MaY  very  wel1 
be  compared  with  Spenser's  Sonnets. 

Don  Quixote,  by  Cerrantes ;  forms  an  interesting  con 
trast  to  Spenser's  method  of  treating  the  fast  dying-out 
codes  of  chivalry. 

Green's  Short  History  of  England  for  the  history  of 
Spenser's  times.  Macmillan. 

Froudc's  History  of  England  gives  an  account  of  the 
last  days  and  execution  of  Mary,  Queen  of  Scots,  which 
may  be  compared  with  the  stripping  of  Duessa  of  her 
finery  in  Bk.  I.  Canto  VIII.  of  the  Faerie  Queene. 


INDEX. 

Abessa  (in  Glossary),  9. 

Amoret  (the  loved),  75;  and  Britomart,  76  f.,  83  f., 
109  f.,  112,  121  ;  and  Scudamour,  83,  86,  121; 
rescued  by  Britomart,  85. 

Angela,  71,  72. 

Archimago  (the  arch-magician)  and  Red-cross  Knight, 
4,  23  ;  and  Una,  10  f. ;  and  Saracen  Knights,  12  f. ; 
and  Braggadochio,  91  f. ;  and  Prince  Arthur's 
sword,  93.  See  Notes. 

Artegal  (justice),  68,  109;  and  Britomart,  69,  ill,  1141". ; 
at  Marinell's  tournament,  103  ;  changes  shields  with 
Braggadochio,  103 ;  exposes  Braggadochio,  105  f. ; 
at  Satyrane's  tournament,  1 10  f. ;  and  Scudamour, 
1131".  See  Notes. 

Arthur,  Prince,  his  armour,  26  f. ;  and  Una,  28  f.,  34; 
fights  with  Orgoglio,  31  f. ;  sets  free  the  Red -cross 
Knight,  35  f. ;  his  sword,  93.  Cp.  Introduction. 

Ate  (hatred),  99,  100,  112. 

Bellamour,  143,  148. 

Blandamour,  and  Braggadochio,  98  f.,  100. 

Blattant  Beast,  the  (scandal),  125  f.,  132,  144  f.  ;  is 
captured,  148. 

Braggadochio  (the  boaster),  89  f.  ;  finds  Trompart,  90 ; 
and  Archimago,  91  f.  ;  and  the  huntress,  93  f.  ;  and 
the  false  Florimell,  96  f.,  98  f.,  102,  105;  at 
Satyrane's  tournament,  101 ;  at  Marinell's  tournament, 
103 ;  changes  shields  with  Artegal,  103 ;  claims 
Artegal's  honours,  104 ;  exposed  by  Artegal,  105  f.  ; 
his  disgrace,  107.  See  Notes. 
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Britomart  (chastity)  and  the  magic  mirror,  58  f. ;  and 
the  image  of  Artegal,  59  f.  ;  and  Glauce,  61  f.  ;  and 
Merlin,  65  f.,  70 f.  ;  and  Artegal,  68  f.,  ill,  114  f.  ; 
her  magic  sword,  72,  74;  and  Scudamour,  75  f., 
112,  114  f.,  119,  124;  and  Amoret,  77  f.,  109  f., 
112,  114  ;  at  the  flaming  porch,  77  f.;  in  Busyran's 
stronghold,  78  f. ;  at  Satyrane's  tournament,  101 , 1 1 1  f. 

Bundeca,  71. 

Busyran,  a  wicked  enchanter,  83  f.,  86,  109. 

Cador,  69. 

Calidore  (courtesy),  125;  and  the  Blattant  Beast,  126  f., 
*33»  J44  f •  »  and  the  shepherds,  127  f.,  132;  and 
Pastorella,  128  f.,  131,  132,  134,  135,  139  f.,  148  f.  ; 
and  Meliboae,  129  f .  ;  and  Coridon,  132  f.,  138  f., 
143 ;  and  the  brigands,  138  f.  ;  rescues  Pastorella, 

Cambello,  100. 

Castle  Belgard,  143. 

Claribell,  143,  148  f. 

Corceca,  7,  9. 

Coridon,  and  Pastorella,  128,  132,  134;  and  Calidore, 

132  f.,    138   f.,    143;   and  the  brigands,    134,    136, 

139  f.  ;  escapes,  136. 
Cymoent,  103. 
Duessa  (the  double  minded)  and  Red-cross  Knight,  23  f.  ; 

and  fight  with  Prince  Arthur,  31  f.  ;  despoiled  of  her 

robes,  39.     See  Notes. 
Emmeline,  71. 
Florimell,  the  false,  and  Braggadochio,  96  f.,  98  f.,  102, 

105  ;  at  Satyrane's  tournament,   101  ;  cannot  fasten 

the   girdle,    102 ;   at    Marinell's    tournament,    103 ; 

stands  side  by  side  with   Florimell  the  true,   105  ; 

vanishes  away,  105.     See  Notes. 
Florimell,  the  true,  96  ;  tournament  in  her  honour,  100  f.  ; 

her  girdle,   100,  101  ;  married  to  Marinell,   103  ;  at 

his  tournament,    104 ;   is    confronted    by  the  false 

Florimell,  105  ;  the  girdle  fits  her,  106. 


1  66 


Glauce,  and  Britomart,  61,  118;  and  Merlin  66  f.  ;  her 
bold  device,  70;  and  Scudamour,  87,  112,  118;  and 
Artegal,  120. 

Gloriana,   Queen  of  Faeryland,    I,   3,    55;  court  of,   3, 

89-125.     See  Notes. 
Gorlois,  69. 

Guyon  (temperance)  claims  Braggadochio's  horse,  106, 
See  Notes. 

Gwendolin,  71. 

House  of  Holiness,  39. 

Ignaro  (the  ignorant),  35  f. 

Kirk-rapine  (church  thief),  9,  10. 

Knight  of  the  Heben  Spear.     See  Britomart. 

Marinell,  and  Florimell  the  true,  103,  105  ;  his  tournament, 
103. 

Martia,  71. 

Meliboae,  and  Pastorella,  130  ;  and  Calidore,  130  f.  ;  and 
the  brigands,  134,  136;  is  slain,  136,  139. 

Melissa,  148. 

Merlin,  27,  57,  73;  and  Britomart,  65  f.,  120.  See 
Notes. 

Orgoglio  (the  proud)  and  Red-cross  Knight,  24  f.  ;  slain 
by  Prince  Arthur,  31  f. 

Pastorella  (the  little  shepherdess)  and  Calidore,  128  f., 
131,  132,  134,  135,  143;  and  Coridon,  128;  and 
Meliboae,  130  ;  and  the  tiger,  134  ;  and  the  brigands, 
134  f.,  136  f.  ;  is  rescued  by  Calidore,  143  ;  in  Castle 
Belgard,  144,  148  f.  ;  her  parentage  discovered,  149. 

Red-cross  Knight,  the,  12  ;  his  quest,  3,  29,  40,  41  ;  and 
Una,  3  f.,  21,  38,  55  ;  and  Archimago,  4  f.  ;  and 
Duessa,  23  f.  ;  made  prisoner  by  Orgoglio,  24  f.  ; 
delivered  by  Prince  Arthur,  38  ;  in  the  House  of 
Holiness,  39  f.  ;  fight  with  the  dragon,  42  f.  ;  slays 
the  dragon,  51  ;  as  St.  George,  56.  See  Notes. 

Ryence,  57,  72. 

Saint  George,  56. 
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Sansfoy  (the  infidel),  12.  • 

Sansloy  (the  lawless),  12,  13;  and  Una,   14  f. ;  kills  the 

lion,  14  f.  ;  and  the  Satyrs,  16  f. 
Satyrane,  Sir,  and  Una  19  f.  ;  his  tournament,   101  f. ; 

109  f.,  114  ;  and  the  false  Florimell,  102. 
Satyrs,  and  Una,  16  f.     See  Notes. 
Savage  Knight,  the.     See  Artegal. 
Scudamour,  109;  and  Britomart,  75,  f.,  1 12,  114  f.,  119, 

124  ;  and  Amoret  75  f.,  86,  121  ;  his  impatience,  78  ; 

his  faint-heartedness,  87  ;  and  Glauc£,  87,  112  ;  and 

Artegal,  113  f. 
Sylvan  us,  16,  18,  20. 
Talus,  107. 
Timias,  26,  28 ;  his  bugle,  30 ;  fight  with  the  many-headed 

monster,  32. 
Triamond,  101. 
Trompart  (the  trumpeter),  and  Braggadochio,  90  f.  ;  and 

Archimago,  91  f.  ;  and  the  hunters,  93  f.  ;  at  Mari- 

nell's  tournament,   103 ;  is  scourged  out  of  court, 

108. 
Una  (the  single-minded,  or  truth)  and  the  dragon,  2  f., 

29,  41  f.  ;  and  Red-cross  Knight,  4  f.,  21,  38,  41  f., 

55;  and  her  dwarf,  5,  21  f.,  25;  and  the  lion,  5  f., 

14  f. ;  and  Corceca,  7,  10 ;  and  Archimago,  10  f.  ; 

and  Sansloy,  14  f.  ;  and  the  Satyrs,   16  f.  ;  and  Sir 

Satyrane,  19  f.  ;  and  Prince  Arthur,  26  f.,  34. 
Uther,  70, 
Well  of  Life,  the,  47. 
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